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PREFACE 

Perhaps in no instance of Balzac's work is his singular 
fiuicy for puUing that work about more remarkably 
instanced and illustrated than in the case of Le Cure de 
Village. The double date, 1837- 1845, which the author 
attached to it, in his usual conscientious manner, to 
indicate thèse révisions, has a greater signification than 
almost anjrwhere else, When the book, or rather its 
constituent parts, first appeared in the Presse for 1839, 
having been written the winter before, not only was it 
very différent in détail, but the order of the parts was 
altogether dissimilar. Balzac hère carried out his 
favourite plan— a plan followed by many other authors 
no doubt, but always, as it seems to me, of questionable 
wisdom — that of beginning in the middle and then 
* throwing back ' with a long rétrospective and explana- 
tory digression. 

In this ve]:sion the story of Tascheron's crime and its 
punishment came first; and it was not till after the 
exécution that the early history of Véronique (who gave 
her name to this part as to a Suite du Cure de Village) was 
introduced. This history ceased at the crisis of her 
life ; and when it was taken up in a third part, called 
Véronique au Tombeau^ only the présent conclusion of the 
book) with ber confession, was given, The lon^ acc^>\t^ 
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vîiî Préface 

of her sojourn at Montignac, of her labours there, of the 
épisode of Farrabesche, and so forth, did not appear till 
1841, when the whole book, with the inversions and 
insertions just indicated, appeared in such a changed form, 
that even the inde&tigable M. de Lovenjoul dismisses as 
^impossible' the idea of exhibiting a complète picture of 
the various changes made. Nor was the author even 
yet contented; for in 1845, before establishing it in its 
place in the Comédie^ he not only, as was his wont, took 
out the chapter-headings, leaving five divisions only, but 
introduced other altérations, resulting in the présent 
condition of the book. 

It is not necessary to dwell very much on the 
advantages or disadvantages of thèse changes. There is 
no doubt that, as has been said above, the trick of 
beginning the story in the middle, and then doubling 
back on the start, has many drawbacks. But, on the 
other hand, that of an introduction vtrhich has apparently 
very little to do with anything, and which has nothing 
whatever to do with the title of the book, has others ; 
and Ido not know that in the final reconstitution 
Balzac has made Véronique's part in the matter, even in 
her confession, as clear as it should be. It is indeed almost 
unavoidable that twisting and turning the shape of a 
story about, as he was viH)nt to do, should bring the 
penalty of destroying, or at least daijxaging, its unity. 

As the book stands it may be said to consist of three 
parts united rather by îdentity of the personages who 
act in them than by exact dramatic connection. ^ There 
is, to take the title-part first (though it is by no means 
the most really important or pervading) the picture of 
the ^Curé de Village,' which is almost an exact,' and 
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beyond doubt a designed, pendant to that ol the ^Médecin 
de Campagne.' The Abbé Bonnet indeed is not able to 
icarry out économie améliorations, as Dr. Benassis is, per- 
■sonaily, but by inducing Véronique to do so he brings 
about the same resuit, and on an even larger scale. His 
Personal action (with the necessary changes for his pro- 
fession) is also tolerably identical, and on the whole the 
two portraits may fairly be hung together as Balzac's 
idéal représentations of the good man in soul-curing and 
body-curing respectively. Both are largely conditioned 
by his eighteenth-century fency for * playing Providence,' 
and by his delight in extensive financial-commercial 
schemes. I believe that in both books thèse schemes hâve 
been stumbling-blocks, if not to ail readers, yet to a good 
many. But the beauty of the portraiture of the ^ Curé ' is 
nearly, if not quite equal, to that of the doctor, though 
the institution of celibacy bas prevented Balzac from 
giving a key to the conduct of Bonnet quite as sufficient 
as that which he fîirnished for the conduct of Benassis* 

rhe second part of the book is the crime— episodic as 
regards the criminal, cardinal as regards other points— of 
Tascheron. Balzac was very fond of ^ his crimes ' ; and | 
it is quite worth while in connection with his handling 
of the murder hère to study the curious story of his 
actual interférence in the ikmous Peytel case, which also 
interested Thackeray so much in his Paris da3rs. The 
Tascheron case itself (which from a note appears to hâve 
been partly suggested by some actual aflFair) no doubt 
has interests for those who like such things, and the 
picture of the criminal in prison is very striking. But 
^e see and know so very little of Tascheron himself,and 
even to the very last (which is long afterwards) we are 



X Préface 

left so much in the dark as to his love for Véroi 
that the thing has an extrâneous air. It is like a 
story fbisted in. 

This objection connects itself at once with a sim 
to the delineatton of Véronique* There is nothi: 
her conduct intrinsically impossible, or even improl 
A girl of her tempérament, at once, as often hap 
strongly sensual and strongly devotional, deprived c 
good looks by illness, thrown into the arms of a hui 
ph)rsically répulsive, and after a short time not trou 
himself to be amiable in any other way, might very 
take refuge in the substantial, if not ennobling, coi 
tions oflFered by a good-looking and amiable young f 
of the lower class. Her conduct at the time of the < 
(her exact complicity in which is, as we hâve said, r 
imperfectly indicated) is also tairly probable, and t< 
repentance and amendment of life no exception 
be taken. But only in this last stage do we real 
anything of the inside of Véronique*s nature 5 and 
then we do not see it complctely. The author's 
on the détails of the actual liaisen with Tascheroi 
its advantages, but it also has its defects. 

Still, the bock is one of great attraction and iat 
and takes, if I may judge by my own expérience, a 
rank for enchaining power among that class of Bs 
books which cannot be put exactly highest. Il 
changes made in it by its author bave to some e: 
dislocated it as a whole, they hâve resulted in very 
excellence for almost ail the parts. 

As something has necessarily been said already s 
the book-'history of the Ouri de Village^ little remain 
tô give exact dates and places of appearance. 
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ie, j Presse published the (original) first part in December- 

>rt!january 1838-39, the original second {Véronique) six 
months later, and the third {Véronique au Tombeau) in 
August. Ail had chapters and chapter-titles. A& a 
bock it was in its first complète form published by 

e. I Souverain in 1841, and was again altered when it took 

S rank in the Comédie six years later* 
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THE COUNTRY PARSON 

I 

VÉRONIQUE 

AT the lower end of Limoges, at the corner of the Rue 
de la Vieille-Poste and the Rue de la Cité, there stood, 
some thirty years back, an old-fashioned shop of the kind 
that seems to hâve changed in nothing since the Middle 
Ages. The great stone pavîng-slabs, riven with count- 
less cracks, were laid upon the earth ; the damp oozed 
up through them hère and there ; while the heights and 
hollows of this primitive flooring would hâve tripped up 
those who were not carefiil to observe them. Through 
'the dust on the walls it was possible to discern a sort of 
mosaic of timber and bricks, iron and stone, a hetero- 
geneous mass which owed its compact solidity to time, 
and perhaps to chance. For more than two centuries 
the huge rafters of the ceiling had bent without breaking 
beneath the weight of the upper stories, which were 
constructed of wooden framework, protected from the 
weather by slates arranged in a geometrical pattern; 
altogether, it was a quaint example of a burgess's 
house in olden times. Once there had been carved 
figures on the wooden window-frames, but sun and rain 
had destroyed the ornaments, and the Windows them- 
selves stood ail awry ; some bent outwards, some bent in, 
/et others were minded to part company, and one and 
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2 The Country Parson 

ail carried a little soil deposited (it would be hard to 
say how) in crannies hoUowed by the rain, where a 
kw shy creeping plants and thin weeds grew to break 
into meagre blossom in the spring. Velvet mosses 
covered the roof and the window-sills. 

The pillar which supported the corner of the house, 
built though it was of composite masonry, that is to say, 
partly of stone, partly of brick and flints, was alarming 
to behold by reason of its curvature ; it looked as though 
it must give way some day beneath the weight of the 
superstructure whose gable projected fîilly six inches* 
For which reason the Local Âuthorities and the Board of 
Works bought the house and puUed it down to widen 
the Street. The vénérable corner pillar had its charms 
for lovers of old Limoges ; it carried a pretty sculptured 
shrine and a mutilated imaee of the Virgin, broken 
during the Révolution. Citizens of an archaeological 
turn could discover traces of the stone sill meant to hold 
candlesticks and to receive wax tapers and flowers and 
votive oflFerings of the pious. 

Within the shop a wooden staircase at the fîirther 
end gave access to the two floors above and to the attics 
in the roof. The house itself, packed in between two 
neighbouring dwellings, had little depth from back to^ 
front, and no light save from the Windows which gave 
upon the street, the two rooms on each floor having a 
window apiece, one looking out into the Rue de la 
Vieille-Poste, and the other into the Rue de la Cité. In 
the Middie Ages no artisan was better housed. The 
old corner shop must surely hâve belonged to some 
armourer or cutler, or master of some craft which could 
be carried on in the open air, for it was impossible for 
its inmates to see until the heavily ironed shutters were 
taken down and air as well as light freely admitted. 
There were two doors (as is usually the case where a 
shop &ces into two streets), one on either side the pillar. 
But for the interruption of the white tbreshold stones^ 
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hoUowed by the wear of centuries, the whole shop front 
consistée! of a low wall which rose to elbow height. 
Along the top of this wall a 8;roove had been contrived, 
and a similar groove ran the length of the beam above, 
which supported the weight of the house wall. Into thèse 
grooves slid the heavy shutters, secured by huge iron bolts 
and bars ; and whenthe doorways had been made fàst in like 
manner, the artisan^s workshop was as good as a fortress. 

For the first twenty years of this présent century the 
Limousins had been accustomed to see the interior filled 
up with old iron and brass, cart-springs, tires, bells, and 
every sort of métal from the démolition of houses ; but the 
curions in the débris of the old town discovered, on a doser 
inspection, the traces of a forge in the place and a long 
streak of soot, signs which confirmed the guesses of 
archaeologists as to the original purpose of the dwelling. 
On the nrst floor there was a living room and a kitchen, 
two more rooms on the second, and an attic in the roof, 
which was used as a warehouse for goods more fragile 
than the hardware tumbled down pell-mell in the shop. 

The house had been first let and then sold to one 
Sauviat, a hawker, who from 1792 till 1796 travelled in 
Auvergne for a distance of fifty lea^ues round, bartering 
^pots, plates, dishes, and glasses, aul the gear, in fact, 
needed by the poorest cottagers, for old iron, brass, lead, 
and met^ of every sort and description. The Auvergnat 
would give a brown earthen pipkin worth a couple of 
sous for a pound weight of lead or a couple of pounds of 
iron, a broJcen spade or hoe, or an old cracked saucepan ; 
and was always judge in his own cause, and gave his own 
weights. In three years' time Sauviat took another 
trade in addition, and became a tinman. 

In 1793 he was able to buy a château put up for sale 
by the nation. This he pulled down; and doubtless 
repeated a profitable experiment at more than one point 
in his sphère of opérations. After a while thèse first 
essajrs of his gave him an idea ; he suggested a pièce of 
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business on a large stale to a fellow-countryman in Paris ; 
and so it befell that the Blàck Band^ so natorious for the 
havoc which it wrought among old buildings, was a 
sprout of old Sauviat's brain, the invention of the hawker 
whom ail Limoges had seen for seven-and-twenty years 
in his tumbledown shop among his broken bells, flails, 
chains, brackets, twisted leaden gutters, and heterogeneous 
old iron. In justice to Sauviat, it should be said that he 
never knew how large and how notorious the associa- 
tion became ; he only profited by it to the extent of the 
capital which he invested with the fâmous firm of 
Brézac. 

At last the Auvergnat grew tired of roaming from 
fair to &ir and place to place, and settled down in 
Limoges, wh'ere, ih 1797, he had married a wife, the 
motherless daughter of a tinman, Champagnac by name. 
When the father-in-law died, he bought the house in 
which he had, in a manner, localised his trade in old iron, 
though for some three years after his marriage he had 
still made his rounds, his wife accompanying him. 
Sauviat had completed his fiftieth year when he married 
old Champagnac's daughter, and the bride herself was 
certainly thirty years old at the least. Champagnac's girl 
was neither pretty nor blooming. She was born in 
Auvergne, and the dialect was a mutual attraction ; she 
was, moreover, of the heavy build which enables a 
woman to stand the roughest work ; so she went with 
Sauviat on his rounds, carried loads of lead and iron on 
her back, and drove the sorry carrières van full of the 
pottery on which her husband made usurious profits, 
little as his customers imagined it. La Champagnac 
was sunburned and high-coloured. She enjoyed rude 
health, exhibiting when she laughed a row of teeth large 
and white as blanched almonds, and, as to physique, 
possessed the bust and bips of a woman destined by 
Nature to be a mother. Her prolonged spinsterhood 
was entirely due to her father ; he had not read Molière, 
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but he raised Harpagon's cry of ^Sans dot ! ' which scared 
suitors. The ^ Sans dot ' did not frîghten Sauviat away ; 
he was not averse to receiving the bride without a 
portion ; in the first place, a would-be bridegroom of 
fifty ought not to raise difEiculties ; and, in the second, 
his wife saved him the expense of a servant. He added 
nothing to the furniture of his room. On his wedding 
day it contained a four-post bedstead hung with green 
serge curtains and a valance with a scalloped edge; a 
dresser, a chest of drawers, four easy-chairs, a table, and a 
looking-glass, ail bought at différent times and from 
différent places ; and till he left the old house for good, 
the list remained the same. On the upper shelves of the 
dresser stood sundry pewter plates and dishes, no two of 
them alike. After this description of the bedroom, the 
kitchen may be left to the reader's imagination. 

Neither husband nor wife could read, a slight defect of 
éducation which did not prevent them from reckoning 
money to admiration, nor from carrying on one of the 
most prospérons of ail trades, for Sauviat never bought 
anything unless he felt sure of making a hundred per 
cent, on the transaction, and dispensed with book-keeping 
and counting-house by carrying on a ready-money 
business. He possessed, moreover, a faculty of memory 
so perfect, that an article might remain for five years in 
his shop, and at the end of the time both he and his wife 
could recollect the price they gave for it to a farthing, 
together with the added interest for every year since the 
outlay. 

Sauviat's wife, when she was not busy about the house, 
always sat on a rickety wooden chair in her shop door 
beside the pillar, knittine, and watching the passers-by, 
keeping an eye on the olairon, and selling, weighing, and 
delivering it herself if Sauviat was out on one of his 
journeys. At daybreak you might hear the dealer in old 
iron taking down the shutters, the dog was let loose into 
the Street, and very soon Sauviat's wife came down to 
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help her husband to arrange their wares. Âgainst the 
low wall of the shop in the Rue de la Cite and the Rue 
de la Vieille-Poste, they propped their heterogeneous 
collection of broken gun barrels, cart springs, and harness 
bells, — ail the gimcracks, in short, which served as a trade 
sign and gave a sufficiently poverty-stricken look to a 
shop which in reality often contained twenty thousand 
fi'ancs worth of lead, steel, and bell métal. The retired 
hawker and his wife never spoke of their money ; they 
hid it as a malefàctor conceals a crime, and for a long 
while were suspected of clipping gold louis and silver 
crowns. 

When old Champagnac died, the Sauviats made no 
înventory. They searched cvery corner and cranny of 
the old man's house with the quickness of rats, stripped 
it bare as a corpse, and sold the tinware themselves in 
their own shop. Once a year, when December came 
round, Sauviat would go to Paris, travelling in a public 
conveyance; from which premises, observers in the 
quarter concluded that the dealer in old iron saw to his 
investments in Paris himself, so that he might keep the 
amount of his money a secret. It came out in after 
years that as a lad Sauviat had known one of the most 
celebrated métal merchants in Paris, a fellow-countryman 
from Auvergne, and that Sauviat's savings were invested 
with the prosperous firm of Brézac, the corner-stone of 
the famous association of the Black Band, which was 
started, as bas been said, by Sauviat's advice, and in which 
he held shares. 

Sauviat was short and stout. He had a weary-looking 
face and an honest expression, which attracted customers, 
and was of no little use to him in the matter of sales. 
The dryness of his affirmations, and the perfect indiffér- 
ence of his manner, aided his pretensions. It was not 
easy to guess the colour of the skin beneath the black 
metallic grime which covered his curly hair and counten- 
ance seamed with the smallpox. His fbrehead was not 
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without a certain nobility ; indeed, he resembled the 
traditional type chosen by painters for Saint Peter, the 
man of the people among the apostles, the roughest 
among their number, and likewise the shrewdest; 
Sauviat had the hands of an indefatigable worker, rifted 
by ineffaceable cracks, square-shaped, and coarse and 
large. The muscular framework of his chest seemed 
indestructible* AU through his life he dressed like a 
hawker, wearing the thick iron-bound shoes, the blue 
stockings which his wife knitted for him, the leather 
gaiters, breeches of bottle-green velveteen, a coat with 
short skirts of the same material, and a flapped waistcoat, 
where the copper key of a silver watch dangled from an 
iron chain, wom by constant friction, till it shone like 
polished steel. Round his neck he wore a cotton hand- 
kerchief, frayed by the constant rubbing of his beard. On 
Sundays and holidays he appeared in a maroon overcoat 
so carefuUy kept that he bought a new one but twice in 
a score of years. 

As for their manner of living, the convicts in the hulks 
might be said to fare sumptuously in comparison ; it was 
a (hy of high festival indeed when they ate méat* Before 
La Sauviat could bring herself to part with the money 
needed for their daily sustenance, she rummaged through 
the two pockets under her skirt, and never drew forth 
coin that was not clipped or light weight, eyeing the 
crowns of six livres and fifty sous pièces dolorously before 
she changed one of them. The Sauviats contented 
themselves, for the most part, with herrings, dried peas, 
cheese, hard-boiled eggs and salad, and vegetables dressed 
in the cheapést way. They lived from hand to mouth, 
laying in nothing except a bundle of garlic now and 
again, or a rope of onions, which could not spoil, and cost 
them a mère trifle* As for firewood, La Sauviat bought 
the few sticks which they required in winter of the 
(ageot-sellers day by day. By seven o'dock in winter 
andT nine in summer the shutters were &stened, the 
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master and mistress in bed, and their huge dog, who 
picked up his living in the kitchens of the quarter, on 
guard in the shop; Mother Sauviat did not spendthree 
francs a year on candies. 

A joy came into their sober hard-working lives ; it was 
a joy that came in the natural order of things, and caused 
the only outlay which they had been known to make. 
In May i8o;jt, La Sauviat bore a daughter. No one was 
called in to her assistance, and five days later she was 
stirring about her house again. She nursed her child her- 
self, sitting on the chair in the doorway, selling her wares 
as usual, with the baby at her breast. Her milk cost 
nothing, so for two years she suckled the little one, who 
was none the worse for it, for little Véronique grew to 
be the prettiest child in the lower town, so pretty indeed, 
that passers-by would stop to look at her. The neigh- 
l)ours saw in old Sauviat traces of a tenderness of which 
they had believed him incapable. While the wife made 
the dinner ready he used to rock the little one, in his 
arms, crooning the refrain of some Auvergnat song ; and 
the Workmen as they passed sometimes saw him sitting 
motionless, gazing at little Véronique asleep on her 
mother's knee. His grufF voice grew gentle for the child ; 
he would wipe his hands on his trousers before taking 
her up. When Véronique was learning to walk, her 
father squatted on his heels four paces away, holding out 
his arms to her, gleefiil smiles puckering the deep 
wrinkles on the harsh, stern face of bronze ; it seemed as 
if the ni^n of iron, brass, and lead had once more become 
flesh and blood. Aslié stood leaning against the pillar 
motionless as a statue, he would start at a cry from 
Véronique, and spring over the iron to find her, for she 
spent her childhood in playing about among the metallic 
spoils of old châteaux heaped up in the recesses of the 
shop, and never hurt herself ; and if she played in the 
Street or with the neighbours' children, she was never 
allowed out of her mother's sight. 
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It is worth while to add that the Sauviats were 
eminently devout. £ven when the Révolution was at 
its height Sauviat kept Sundays and holidays punctually. 
Twice in those days he had ail but lost his head for going 
to hear mass said by a priest who had not taken the oath 
to the Republic. He fbund himself in prison at last, 
justly accused of conniving at the escape of a bishop 
whose life he had ssAcd ; but luckily for the hawker, steel 
iiles and iron bars were old acquaintances of his, and he 
made his escape. Whereupon the Court finding that he 
Ëdled to put in an appearance, gave judgment by default, 
and condemned him to death ; and it may be added, that 
as he ne ver returned to clear himself, he fînally died 
under sentence of death. In his religious sentiments his 
wife shared ; the parsinïonious ruie of the household was 
only relaxed in the name of religion. Punctually the 
two paid their quota for sacramental bread, and gave 
money for charity. If the curate of Saint-Etienne came 
to ask for alms, Sauviat or his wife gave without fiiss or 
hésitation what they believed to be their due share to- 
wards the funds of the parish. The broken Virgin on 
their pillar was decked with sprays of box when Easter 
came round ; and so long as there were flowers, the passers- 
by saw that the blue glass bouquet-holders were never 
empty, and this especially after Véronique*s birth. 
Whenever there was a processsiori the Sauviats never 
failed to drape their house with hangings and garlands, 
and contributed to the érection and adornment of the 
altar — the pride of their street. 

So Véronique was brought up in the Christian faith. 
As soon as she was seven years old, she was educated by 
a grey Sister, an Auvergnate, to whom the Sauviats had 
rendered some little service ; for both of them were 
sufficiently obliging so long as their time or their sub- 
stance was not in question, and helpful after the manner 
of the poor, who lend themselves with a certain heartiness. 
It was the Franciscan Sister who taught Véronique to 
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read and write; she instructed her pupil in the History of 
the People of God, in the Catéchisai and the Old and 
New Testaments, and, to a certain small extent, in the 
rules of arithmetic. That was ail. The good Sister 
thought that it would be enough, but even this was too 
much. 

Véronique at nine years of âge astonished the quarter 
by her beauty. Every one admired a face which might 
one day be worthy of the pencil of some impassioned 
seeker after an idéal type. *The little Virgin,* as they 
called her, gave promise of being gracefiil of form and fàir 
of face ; the thick, bright hair which set ofF the délicate 
outlines of her features completed her resemblance to 
the Madonna. Those who hâve seen the divine child- 
virgin in Titian*s great picture of the Présentation in 
the Temple may know what Véronique was like in 
thèse years ; she had the same frank innocence of ex- 
pression, the same look as of a wondering seraph in 
her eyes, the same noble simplicity, the same queenly 
bearing. 

Two years later, Véronique fell ill of the smallpox^ 
and would hâve died of it but for Sister Martha, who 
nursed her. During those two months, while her life 
was in danger, the quarter learned how tenderly the 
Sauviats loved their daughter. Sauviat attended no sales, 
and went nowhere. Ail day long he stayed in the shop, 
or went restlessly up and down the statrs, and he and his 
wife sat up night after night with the child. So deep was 
his dumb grief, that no one dared to speak to him ; the 
neighbours watched him pityingly, and asked for news of 
Véronique of no one but Sister Martha. The days came 
when the child's life hung by a thread, and neighbours 
and passers-by saw, for the first and only time in Sauviat's 
life, the slow tears rising under his eyelids and roUing 
down his hollow cheeks. He never wiped them away. 
For hours he sat like one stupefied, not daring to go up- 
stairs to the sickroom, staring before him with unseeing 
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eyes; he might hâve been robbed, and he would not 
faiave noticed it. 

Véronique's life was saved, not so her beauty. A 
uniform tint, in which red and brown were evenly 
blended, overspread her face; the disease left countless 
little scars which coarsened the surface of the skin, and 
wrought havoc with the délicate underlying tissues. 
Nor had her forehead escaped the ravages of the scourge; 
it was brcywn, and covered with dints like the marks of 
hammer strokes. No combination is more discordant 
than a muddy-brown complexion and fàir hair ; the pre- 
established harmony of colouring is broken. Deep 
irregular seams in the surface had spoiled the purity of 
her features and the delicacy of the outlines of her face ; 
the Grecian profile, the subtle curves of a chin finely 
moulded as white porcelain, were scarcely discemible 
beneath the coarsened skin ; the disease had only spared 
what it was powerless to injure — the teeth and eyes. 
But Véronique did not lose her grâce and beauty of fbrm, 
the fiill rounded curves of her figure, nor the slendemess 
of her waist. At fifteen she was a graceful girl, and 
(for the comfbrt of the Sauviats) a good girl and devout, 
hard-working, industrious, always at home. 

After her convalescence and first communion, her 
£ither and mother arranged for her the two rooms on the 
second floor. Some glimmering notion of what is meant 
by comfbrt passed through old Sauviat's mind ; hard fare 
might do for him and his wife, but now a dim idea of 
makine compensation for a loss which his daughter had 
not felt as yet, crossed his brain. Véronique had lost 
the beauty of which thèse two had been so proud, and 
thencefbrward became the dearer to them, and the more 
predous in their eyes. 

So one day Sauviat came in, carrying a carpet, a 
chance purchase, on his back, and this he himself nailed 
down on the floor of Véronique's room. He went to a 
nk of furmture at a château, and secured foi Viti >icA x^ 
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damask^curtained bed of some great lady, and hangings 
and chairs and easy-chairs covered with the same stuff. 
Gradually he furnished his daughter's rooms with second- 
hand purchases, in complète ignorance of the real value 
of the things. He set pots of mignonette on the 
window-sill, and brought bâck flowers for her from his 
wanderings ; sometimes it was a rosebush, sometimes a 
tree-carnatton, and plants of ail kinds, doubtless given to 
him by gardeners and innkeepers. If Véronique had 
known enough of other people to draw comparisons, and 
to understand their manners of life and the characters 
and the ignorance of her parents, she would hâve known 
how great the affection was which showed itself in thèse 
little things; but the girl gave her father and mother 
the love that springs from an exquisite nature — an 
instinctive and unreasoning love. 

Véronique must hâve the finest linen which her 
mother could buy, and La Sauviat allowed her daughter 
to choose her own dresses. Both father and mother 
were pleased with her modération ; Véronique had no 
ruinous tastes. A blue silk gown for holiday wear, a 
winter dress of coarse merino for working days, and a 
striped cotton gown in summer; with thèse she was 
content. 

On Sunday she went to mass with her father and 
mother, and walked with them after vespers along the 
banks of the Vienne or in the neighbourhood of the 
town. Âll through the week she stayed in the house, 
busy over the tapestry-work, which was sold for the 
benefit of the poor, or the plain sewing for the hospital — 
no life could be more simple, more innocent, more 
exemplary than hers. She had other occupations beside 
her sewing ; she read to herself, but only such books as 
the curate of Saint-Etienne lent to her. (Sister Martha 
had introduced the priest to the Sauviat familv.) 

For Véronique ail the laws of the household economy 

;re set aside. Her mother delighted to cook dainty 
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&re for her, and made separate dishes for her daughter. 
Father and mother might continue, as before, to eat the 
walnuts and the hard bread, the herrings, and the drted 
peas fried with a little sait butter ; but for Véronique, 
nothing was fresh enough nor good enough. 

^ Véronique must be a great expense to you,' remarked 
the hatter who lived opposite. He estimated old Sauviat's 
fortune at a hundred thousand francs, and had tfabughts 
of Véronique for his son. 

*Yes, neighbour; yes, neighbour; yes,' old Sauviat 
answered, ^she might ask me for ten crowns, and I 
should let her hâve them, I should. She has everything 
she wants, but she never asks for anything. She is as 
good and gentle as a lamb ! ' 

And, in fact, Véronique did not know the price of 
anything ; she had no wants ; she never saw a pièce of 
goid till the day of her marriage, and had no money of 
her own; her mother bought and gave to her ail that she 
wished, and even for a beggar she drew upon her 
mother's pockets. 

*Then she doesn*t cost you much,' commented the 
hatter. 

*That is what you think, is it?' retorted Sauviat. 
' You wouldn't do it on less than forty crowns a year. 
You should see her room ! There is a hundred crowns' 
worth of furniture in it ; but when you hâve only one 
girl, you can indulge yourself ; and, after ail, what little 
we hâve will ail be hers some day.' 

*' Littlif You must be rich, Father Sauviat. Thèse 
forty years you hâve been in a Une of business where 
there are no losses.' 

* Oh, they shouldn't eut my ears ofF for a matter of 
twelve hundred francs,' said the dealer in old iron. 

From the day when Véronique lost the délicate beauty, 
which every one had admired in her childish face, old 
Sauviat had worked twice as hard as before. His business 
revived again, and prospered so well, that he went to 
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Paris not once, but several times a year. People guessed 
his motives. If kis girl had gone ofF in looks, he would 
make up for it in money, to use his own language. 

When Véronique was about fifteen another change 
was wrought in the household ways. The father and 
mother went up to their daughter's room of an evening, 
and listened while she read aloud to them from the 
Lives of the Saints^ or the Lettres édifiantes^ or from 
>ome other book lent by the curate of Sain t-É tienne. 
The lamp was set behind a glass globe fiill of water, and 
Mother Sauviat knitted industriously, thinking in this 
way to pay for the oil. The neighbours opposite could 
look into the room and see the two old people sitting 
there, motionless as two carved Chinese figures, listening 
intently, admiring their daughter with ail the power of 
an intelligence that was dim enough save in matters of 
business or religion. Doubtless there hâve been girls 
as pure as Véronique — there hâve been none purer nor 
more modest. Her confession surely fiUed the angels 
with wonder, and gladdened the Virgin in Heaven. 
She was now sixteen years old, and perfectly developed ; 
you beheld in her the woman she would be. She was 
of médium height, neither the iàther nor the mother 
was tall ; but the most striking thing about her figure 
was its lissome grâce, the sinuous, gracious curves which 
Nature herself traces so finely, which the artist strives 
so painfully to render; the soft contours that reveal 
themselves to practised eyes, for in spite of folds of linen 
and thickness of stufiF, the dress ts always moulded and 
informed by the body. Simple, natural, and sincère, 
Véronique set this physical beauty in relief by her 
unafiFected freedom of movement. She produced her 
' fuU and entire efiFect,' if it is permissible to make use 
of the forcible légal phrase. She had the full-fleshed 
arms of an Auvergnate, the red, plump hands of a 
buxom inn-servant^ and feet strongly made, but shapely, 
and in proportion to her height. 
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Sometimes there was wrought in her an exquisite 
mjrsterious change; suddenly it was revealed dût in 
this frame dwelt a woman hidden from ail eyes but 
Love's. Perhaps it was this transfiguration which 
awakened an admiration of her beauty in the ikther and 
mother, who astonished the neighbours by speaking of it 
as something divine. The first to see it were the clergy 
of the cathedral and the communicants at the table of 
the Lord. When Véronique's face was lighted up by 
impassioned feeling — and the mystical ecstasy which 
fiUed her at such times is one of the strongest émotions 
in the life of so innocent a girl — it seemed as if a bright 
mner radiance efFaced the traces of the smallpox, and 
the pure, bright face appeared once more in the first 
beauty of childhood. Scarcely obscured by the thin veil of 
tissues coarsened by the disease, her face shone like some 
flower in dim places under the sea, when the sunlight 
strikes down and invests it with a mysterious glory. For 
a few brief moments Véronique was transngured, the 
Little Virgin appeared and disappeared like a vision 
from Heaven. The pupils of her eyes, which possessed 
m a high degree the power of contracting, seemed at 
such seasons to dilate and overspread the blue of the iris, 
which diminished till it became nothing more than a 
slender ring ; the change in the eyes, which thus grew 
piercing as the eagle's, completing the wonderfid change 
in the &ce. Was it a storm of repressed and passionate 
longing, was it some power which had its source in the 
depths of her nature, which made those eyes dilate in 
broad daylight as other eyes widen in shadow, darkening 
their heavenly blue ? Whatever the cause, it was im- 
possible to look upon Véronique with indifférence as she 
returned to her place after having been made one with 
God ; ail présent beheld her in the radiance of her early 
beauty ; at such times she would hâve eclipsed the fairest 
women in her loveliness. What a charm for a jealous 
lover in that veil of flesh which should hide Kv& U^n^ 
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from ail other eyes; a yeil which the hand of Love 
could raisc to let fall again upon the rapture of wedded 
bliss. Véronique's lips, faultless in their curves, seemed 
to hâve been painted scarlet, so richly were they coloured 
by the pure glow of the blood. Her chin and the lower 
part of her face were a little full, in the sensé that 
painters give to the word, and this heaviness of contour 
is, by the unalterable laws of physiognomy, a certain 
sign of a capacity for almost morbid violence of passion. 
Her finely moulded but almost imperious brow was 
crowned by a glorious diadem of thick abundant hair ; 
the gold had deepened to a chestnut tint. 

From her sixteenth year till the day of her marriage 
Véronique's demeanour was thoughtfiil and fiill of 
melancholy. In an existence so lonely she fell, as 
solitary soûls are wont, to watching the grand spectacle 
of the life within, the progress of her thoughts, the 
ever-changing phantasmagoria of mental visions, the 
yearnings kindled by her pure life. Those who passed 
along the Rue de la Cité on sunny days had only to Ipok 
up to see the Sauviats' girl sitting at her window with 
a bit of sewing or embroidery in her hand, drawing the 
needle in and out with a somewhat dreamy air. Her 
head stood out in sharp contrast against its background 
among the flowers which gave a touch of poetry to the 
prosaic, cracked, brown window-sill, and the small leaded 
panes of her casement. At times a reflected glow from 
the red damask curtains added to the efFect of the face 
so brightly coloured already ; it looked like some rosy- 
red flower above the little skyey garden, which she 
tended so carefully upon the ledge. So the quaint old 
house contained something still more quaint — a portrait 
of a young girl, worthy of Mieris, Van Ostade, Tcrburg, 
or Gérard Dow, framed in one of the old, worn, and 
blackened, and almost ruinous Windows which Dutch 
artists loved to paint. If a stranger happened to glance 
up at the second floor, and stand agape with wonder at 
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tts construction, old Sauviat below would thrust out his 
head tiU he could look up the face of the overhanging 
story. He was sure to see Véronique therc at the 
window. Then he would go in again, rubbing his 
faands, and say to his wife in the patois of Auvergne — 

^Hullo, old woman, there is some one admiring your 
daughter ! * 

In 1820 an eirent occurred in Véronique's simple and 
uneventfiil life. It was a little thing, which would hâve 
exercised no influence upon another girl, but destined to 
efFect a fatal influence on Véronique s future life. On 
the day of a suppressed Church festival, a working day 
for the rest of the town, the Sauviats shut their shop and 
went first to mass and then for a walk. On their way 
into the country thev passed by a bookseller's shop, and 
among the books displayed outside Véronique saw one 
called Paul et Virginii. The fancy took her to buy it 
for thie sake of the engraving; her father paid five 
francs for the fatal volume, and slipped it into the vast 
pocket of his overcoat. 

* Wouldn't it be better to show it to M. le Vicaire ? * 
asked the .mother ; for her any printed book was some- 
thtng of an abracadabra, which might or might not be 
for evil. 

*Yes, I thought I would,* Véronique answered 
simply. 

She spent that night in reading the book, one of the 
most touchtng romances in the French language. The 
love scènes, half-biblical, and worthy ôf the early âges 
of the world, wrought havoc in Véronique*s heart. A 
hand, whether diabolical or divine, had raised for her the 
veil which hitherto had covered nature. On the morrow 
the Little Virgin within the beautifîil girl thought her 
flowers fairer than on the evening of the day before ; 
die iinderstood their symbolical langua?e, she gazed up 
at the blue sky with exaltation, causeless tears rose to 
her eyes. 

B 
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In every woman's life there cornes a moment when 
she understands her destiny, or her organisation, hitherto 
mute, speaks with authority. It is not always a man 
singled out by an involuntary and stolen glance who 
reveals the possession of a sixth sensé, hitherto dormant ; 
more frequently it is some sight that comes with the 
force of a surprise, a landscape, a page of a book, some 
day of high pomp, some ceremony of the Church ; the 
scent of growing âowers, the délicate brightness of a 
misty morning, the intimate sweetness of divine music, 
— and something suddenly stirs in body or soûl. For 
the lonely child, a prisoner in the dark house, brought 
up by parents almost as rough and simple as peasants ; 
for the giri who had never heard an improper word, 
whose innocent mind had never received the slightest 
taint of evil ; for the angelic pupil of Sister Martha and 
of the good curate of Saint-Étienne, the révélation of 
loye came through a charming book from the hand of 
genius. No péril would hâve lurked in it for any other, 
but for her an obscène work would hâve been less 
dangerous. Corruption is relative. There are lofty 
and virginal natures which a single thought suffices to 
corrupt, a thought which works the more ruin because 
the necessity of combating it is not foreseen. 

The next day Véronique showed her book to the good 
priest, who approved the purchase of a work so widely 
known for its childlike innocence and purity. But the 
beat of the tropics, the beauty of the land described in 
Paul et Virginie^ the almost childish innocence of a love 
scarcely of this earth, had wrought upon Véronique's 
imagination. She was captivated by the noble and sweet 
personality of the author, and carried away towards the 
cuit of the Idéal, that fatal relieion. She dreamed 
of a lover, a young man like Paul, and hrooded over 
soft imaginings of that life of lovers in some fragrant ' 
island. Below Limoges, and almost opposite the Faur 
bourg Saint'Martial, there is a little iskmd in the Vienne; ' 
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'his, in her childish fancy, Véronique called the Isle of 
France, and filled with the fantasdc créations of a young 
^rl's dreams, vague shadows endowed with the dreamePs 
>wn perfections. 

She sat more than ever in the window in those days, 
uid watched the workmen as they came and went. Her 
parents' humble position forbade her to think of any one 
but an artisan ; yet, accustomed as she doubtless was to 
the idea of becoming a working man's wife, she was 
:onscious of an instinctive refinement which shrank from 
mything rough or coarse. So she began to weave for 
lie fa romance such as mott girls weave in their 

:ret hearts for themselves alone. With the enthusiasm 
nrnich might be expected of a refined and girlish 
imagination^ she seized on the attractive idea of en- 
dobOng one of thèse working-men, of raising him to the 
ievel of her dreams. She made (who knows ?) a Paul of 
K>me young man whose face she saw in the street, 
»mply that she might attach her wild fancies to some 
buman créature, as the overcharged atmosphère of a 
nrinter day deposits dew on the branches of a tree by 
the wayside, for the frost to transform tnto magical 
crystals. How should she escape a fall into the depths ? 
Ibr if she often seemed to return to earth from far-ofF 
heights with a reflected glory about her brows, yet 
>ftener she appeared to bring with her flowers gathered 
>n the brink of a torrent-stream which she had followed 
lown into the abyss. On warm evenings she asked her 
^Id &ther to walk out with her, and never lost an oppor- 
tunity of a stroll by the Vienne. She went into ecstasy 
it evenr step over the beauty of the sky and land, over 
the rea glories of the sunset, or the joyous freshness of 
lewy momings, and the sensé of thèse things, the poetry 
»f nature, passed into her souL 

She curled and waved the hair which she used to wear 
in simple plaits about her head ; she thought more about 
lier dress. The young, wild vine which had grown as 



20 The Country Parson 

its nature prompted about the old elm-tree was trans- 
plantée! and trimmed and pruned, and grew upon a dainty 
green trellis. 

One evening in December 1822, when Sauviat (now 
seventy years old) had returned from a journey to 
Paris, the curate dropped in, and after a few common- 
places — 

* You must think of marryîng your daughtcr, Sauviat,' 
said the priest. *Ât your âge you should no longer delay 
the fulfîlment of an important duty/ 

* Why, has Véronique a mind to be married ? * asked 
the amazed old man. 

*As you please, father/ the girl ansWered, lowering 
her eyes. 

*We wîU marry her,* crîed portly Mother Sauviat, 
smiling as she spoke. 

* Why didn*t you say something about this before I left 
home, mother ? Sauviat asked. ^ I shall hâve to go bâck 
to Paris again.' ^ 

In Jerome-Baptiste Sauviat's eyes, plenty of money 
appeared to be synonymous with happiness. He had 
always regarded love and marriage in their purely physical 
and practical aspects ; marriage was a means of transmit- 
ting his property (he bein^ no more] to another self ; so 
he vowed that Véroniique should marry a well-to-do man. 
Indeed, for a long while past this had become a fixed 
idea with him. His neighbour the hatter, who was 
retiring from business, and had an income of tWo thousand 
livres a year, had aiready asked for Véronique for his son 
and successor (for Véronique was spoken of in the quarter 
as a good girl of exemplary life), and had been politely 
refîised. Sauviat had not so much as mentioned this to 
Véronique. 

The curate was Véronique's director, and a great 
man in the Sauviats' eyes ; so the day after he had spokën 
of Véronique's marriage as a necessity, old Sauviat shaved 
himself, put on his Sunday clothes, and went out. He 
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gaid not a word to his wife and daughter, but the woinen 
Imew that the old man had gone out to find a son-in- 
law. Sauviat went to M. Giasliiu 

M. Graslin, a rich bankçr of Limoges, had left his 
native Auvergne like Sauviat himself, without a sou in 
his pocket, rie had begun life as a porter in a banker's 
service, and from that position had made his way, like 
many another capitaliste partly by thrift, partly by sheer 
luck. A cashier at five-and-twenty, and at five-and- 
thirty a partner in the firm of Perret & Grossetête, he 
at last bought out the original partners, and became sole 
owner of the bank. His two coUeagues went to live in 
the country, leaving their capital in his hands at a low 
rate of interest. Pierre Graslin, at the âge of forty-seven, 
was believed to possess six hundred thousand francs at 
the least. His réputation for riches had recently in- 
creased, and the whole départaient had applauded his 
free-handedness wben he built a house for himself in the 
new quarter of the Place des Arbres, which adds not a 
little to the appearance of Limoges. It was a handsome 
house, on the plan of alignment, with a façade like a 
neighbourine public building ; but though the mansion 
hadbeen fimshed for six months, Pierre Graslin hesitated 
to furnish it. His house had cost him so dear, that at 
the thought of living in it he drew back. Self-love, it 
may be^ had enticed him to exceed the limits he had 
prudently observed ail his life long ; he thought, more- 
over, with the plain sensé of a man of business, that it 
was only right that the inside of his house should be in 
keeping with the programme adopted with the façade. 
The plate andfurniture and accessoriesneeded for the house- 
keeping in such a mansion would cost more, according 
to his computations, than the actual outlay on the build- 
ing. So, in spite of the town gossip, the broad grins of 
commercial circles, and the charitable surmises of his 
neighbours, Pierre Graslin stayed where he was on the 
damp and dirty ground-floor dwelling U\ th& ^o^^ 
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Montantmanigne, where his fortune had been made, and 
the great house stood enupty. People might talk, but 
Graslin was hapf^ in the approbation of his two old 
sleeping partners, who praised him for displaying such 
uncommon strength of mind. 

Such a fortune and such a life as Graslin's is sure to 
excite plentiful covetousness in a country town. Dur- 
ing the past ten years more than one proposition of 
marriage had been skilfully insinuated. But the estate 
of a bachelor was eminently suited to a man who worked 
from morning to night, overwhelmed with business, and 
wearied by his daily round, a man as keen after money 
as a sportsman after game; so Graslin had fallen into 
none of the snares set for him by ambitious mothers 
who coveted a brilliant position for their daughcers. 
Graslin, the Sauviat of a somewhat higher social sphère, 
did not spend two francs a day upon himself, and dressed 
no better than his second clerk. His whole stafF con- 
sisted of a couple of • clerks and an office-boy, though he 
went through an amount of business which might fàirly 
be called immense, so multitudinous were its ramifica- 
tions. One of the clerks saw to the correspondence, the 
other kept the books ; and for the rest Pierre Graslin 
was both the soûl and body of his business. He chose 
his clerks from'^his fiimily circle ; they were of his own 
stamp, trustworthy, intelligent, and accustomed to work. 
As for the office-boy, he led the life of a dray horse. 

Graslin rose ail the year round before five in the 
morning, and was never in bed till eleven o'clock at 
night. His charwoman, an old Auvergnate, who came 
in to do the housework and to cook his meals, had strict 
orders never to exceed the sum of three francs for the 
total daily expense of the household. The brown 
earthenware, the strong coarse tablecloths and sheets, 
were in keeping with the manners and customs of an 
establishment in which the porter was the man of ail 
work, and the clerks made their own beds. Tbe 
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Uackened deal tables, the ragged straw-bottomed chairs 
with the holes through the centre^ the pigeon-hole 
vmting-desks and ramshackle bedsteads, in iact, ail the 
iurniture of the counting-hoiue and the three rooms 
above it, would not hâve fetched three thousand francs, 
even if the safe had been included, a colossal solid iron 
structure built into the wall itself, before which the 
porter nightly slept with a couple of dogs at his feet. It 
had been a legacy from the old firm to the présent one. 

Graslin was not often seen in society, where a great 
deal was heard about him. He dined with the Receiver* 
General (a business connection) two or three times a 
year, and he had been known to take a meal at the 
préfecture ; for, to his own intense disgust, he had been 
nominated a member of the gênerai council of the 
department. ^He wasted his time there,' he said. 
Occasionally, when he had concluded a bargain with a 
business acquaintance, he was detained to lunch or 
dinner ; and lastly, he was sometimes compelled to call 
upon his old patrons who spent the winter in Limoges. 
So slight was the hold which social relations had upon 
him, that at twenty-five years of âge Graslin had not so 
much as ofFered a glass of water to any créature. 

People used to say, *That is M. Graslin ! ' when he 
passed along the street, which is to say,i^tfrhere is a man 
who came to Limoges without a iàrthing, and bas made 
an immense amount of money.' The Auvergnat banker 
became a kind of pattern and example held up by fathers 
of fàmiUes to their offspring — and an epigram which 
more than one wife cast in her husband's teeth. It is 
easy to imagine the motives which induced this 
principal pivot in the financial machinery of Limoges to 
repel the matrimonial advances so perseveringly made to 
him. The daughters of Messieurs Perret and Grossetête 
had been married before Graslin was in a position to ask 
(or them ; but as each of thèse ladies had daughters in 
thç schoolroom, people left Graslin alone at last^ tèkv\% 
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it fpr jg;rantp4 ^^^ either old Perret or Grossetête tkp 
shrewd had arrangée! a match to be carried put some 
future dav, when Graslin shopld be bridegroom to one of 
the granadaughters. 

Sauviat had watched bis fellow countryman's rise and 
progress more closely than any one. He had known 
Graslin ever since he came to Limoges, but their rela- 
tive positions had changed so much (in appearance at 
any rate) that the friendship became an acquaintance^ 
renewed only at long intervais. Still, in his quality of 
fellow countryman, Graslin was never above having a 
chat with Sauviat in the Auvergne dialect if the two 
happened to meet, and in their own language they 
dropped the formai ^ you ' for the more familiar ^ thee * 
and *thou.* 

In 1823, when the youngest of the brothers Grossetête, 
the Receiver-General of Bourges, married his daughter to 
the youngest son of the Comte de Fontaine, Sauviat saw 
that the Grossetêtes had no mind to take Graslin into 
their &mily. 

After a conférence with the banker, old Sauviat 
returned in high glee to dine in his dauçhter's room. 

^ Véronique will be Madame Graslin, he told the two 
women. 

^ Madame Graslin ! ' cried Mother Sauviat, in amaze- 
ment. 

^ Is it possible ? ' asked Véronique. She did not know 
Graslin by sight, but the narne produced much such an 
efFect on her imagination as the word Rothschild upon 
a Parisian shop-girl. 

^ Yes. It is settled,' old Sauviat continued solemnlv. 
^ Graslin will fiirnish his house very grandly ; he wiU 
hâve the finest carriage from Paris that money can buy 
for our daughter, and the best pair of horses in Limousin. 
He will buy an estate worth five hundred thousand 
francs for her, and settle the house on her besides. In 
short, Véronique will be the first lady in Limoges, and 
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fl^e richest in the départirent, and can dp just as she likes 
with Graslin.' ^^^ 

>yéronique*s Ipundle^ affection for ber father and 
mother, her briqgiqg-up, her religious training, her utter 
ignorance^ prevented her from raising a single objection ; 
it did npt so much as -occur to her that she had been 
disposed of without her own consent. The next 
day Sauviat set out«for Paris, and was away for about a 
week. 

Pierre Graslin, as you may imagine, wa$ no great 
talker ; he went straight to the point, and acted promptly. 
A thinff determined upon was a thing done at once. 
So in February 1822 a strange pièce of news sur- 
prised Limoges like a sudden thunder-dap. Graslin's 
great house was being handsomely fiirnished. Heavy 
waggon loads from Paris arrived daily to be unpacked in 
the courtyard. Rumours flew about the town concerning 
the good taste displayed in the beautiful furniture, 
modern and antiq^ue. A magnificent service of plate 
came down from Odiot's by the mail; and (actually) 
three carriages ! — a calèche, a brougham, and a cabriolet 
arrived caiefuUy packed in straw as if they had been 
jewels. 

^ M. Graslin is going to be married I ' The words 
passed from mouth to mouth, and in the course of a 
single evening the news filtered through the drawing- 
rooms of the Limousin aristocracy to the back parlours 
and shops in the suburbs, till ail Limoges in fact had 
heard it. But whom was he going to marry ? Nobody 
could answer the question. There was a mystery in 
Limoges. 

As soon as Sauviat came back from Paris, Graslin made 
his first nocturnal visit, at half-past nine o'clock. 
Véronique knew that he was coming. She wore her 
blue silk gown, eut square at the throat, and a wide 
coUar of cambric with a deep hem. Her hair she had 
timply parted into two bandeaux, waved and gatheced^ 
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into a Grecian knof at the back of her head. She was 
sitting in a tapestry-covered chair near the fireside, where 
her mother occupied a great armchair with a carved back 
and crimson velvet cushions, a bit of salvage from some 
ruined château. A blazing fire burned on the hearth. 
Upon the mantel-shelf, on either side of an old clock 
(whose value the Sauviats certainly did not know), stood 
twoold-feshioned sconces ; six wax-candles in the sockets 
among the brazen vine-stems shed their light on the 
brown chamber, and on Véronique in her bloom. The 
old mother had put on her best dress. 

In the midst of the silence that reigned in the streets 
at that silent hour, with the dimly lit staircase as a back- 
ground, Graslin appeared for the first time before 
Véronique — the shy childish girl whose head was still 
full of sweet &ncies of love derived from Bernardin de 
Saint^Pierre's book. Graslin was short and thin. His 
thick black hair stood up straight on his forehead like 
bristles in a brush, in startling contrast with a face red as a 
drunkard's, and covered with suppurating or bleeding 
pustules. The éruption was neither scrofula nor leprosy, 
it was simply a resuit of an overheated condition of the 
blood ; unflagging toil, anxiety, ^atical application to 
business, late hours, a life steady and sober to the point 
of abstemiousness, had induced a complaint which seemed 
to be related to both diseases. In spite of partners, 
clerks, and doctors, the banker had never brought himself 
to submit to a regimen which might hâve alleviated the 
symptoms or cured an evil, trifling at first, which was 
daily aggravated by neglect as time went on. He wished 
to be rid of it, and sometimes for a few days would 
take the baths and swallow the doses prescribed ; but 
the round of business carried him away, and he forgot to 
take care of himself. Now and again he would talk of 
going away for a short holiday, and trying the waters some- 
where or other for a cure, but where is the man in hot 
pursuit of millions wbo has been known to stop ? In 
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this flushed countenance gleamed two grey eyes, the iris 
tpeckled with brown dots and streaked with fine green 
thrcads radiating from the pupil — two covetous eyes, 
piercing eyes that went to the depths of the heart, 
implacable eyes in which you read resolution and integrity 
and business faculty. A snub nose, thick blubber lips, a 
prominent rounded forehead, grinning cheek-bones, coarse 
cars corroded by the sour humours of the blood — alto- 
gether Graslin looked like an antique satyr — a satyr 
tricked out in a great coat, a black satin waistcoat, and 
a white neckcloth knotted about his neck. The strong 
muscular shoulders, which had once carried heavy 
burdens, stooped somewhat already ; the thin legs, which 
seemed to be imperfectly jointed with the short thighs, 
trembled beneath the weight of that over-developed torso. 
The bony fingers covered with hair were like claws, as 
is often the case with those who tell gold ail day long. 
Two parallel Unes fiirrowed the hce from the cheek- 
bones to the mouth — ^an unerring sign that hère was a 
man whose whole soûl was t^en up with material 
interests; while the eyebrows sloped up towards the 
temples in a manner which indicated a habit of swift 
décision. Grim and hard though the mouth looked, 
there was something there that suggested an underlying 
kindliness, real good-heartedness, not called fbrth in a 
life of money-getting, and choked, it may be,by cares of 
this world, Dut which might revive at contact with a 
woman. 

At sight of this apparition, something clutched cruelly 
at Véronique's heart. Everything grew dark before her 
eyes. She thought she cried out, but in reality she sat 
still, mute, staring with fixed eyes. 

^ Véronique,' said old Sauviat, ^ this is M. Graslin.* 
Véronique rose to her feet and bowed, then she sank 
down into her chair again, and her eyes sought her 
mother. But La Sauviat was smiling at the millionaire, 
kwking so happy, so very happy, that the ^^t d^\V^ 
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gathered courage to hide her violent feeling of répulsion 
and the shock she had received. In the midst of the 
conversation which foUowed, something was said about 
Graslin's health. The banker looked naïvely at himself 
in the bevelled mirror framed in ebony. 

^ I am not handsome, Mademoiselle,' he said, and he 
explained that the redness of his hcc was due to his busv 
life, and told them how he had disobeyed his doctors 
orders. He hoped that as soon as he had a woman to 
look after him and his household, a wife who would take 
more care of him than he took of himself, he should look 
quite a différent man. 

^ As if anybody married a man for his looks, mate ! * 
cried the dealer in old iron, slapping his fellow country- 
man on the thigh. 

Graslin's explanation appealed to instinctive feelings 
which more or less fiU every woman's heart. Véronique 
bethought herself of her own face, marred by a hideous 
disease, and in her Christian humility she thought better 
of her first impression. Just then some one whistled 
in the street outside, Graslin went down, followed by 
Sauviat, who felt uneasy. Both men soon returned. 
The porter had brought the first bouquet of flowers, 
which had been in readiness for the occasion. Ât the 
reappearance of the banker with this stack of exotic 
blossoms, which he ofFered to his future bride, Véronique's 
feelings were very différent from those with which she 
had nrst seen Graslin himself. The room was fiUed 
with the sweet scent, for Véronique it was the réalisa- 
tion of her day-dreams of the tropics. She had never 
seen vvhite camellias before, had never known the scent 
of the Alpine cytisus, the exquisite fragrance of the 
citronella, the jessamine of the Azores, the verbena and 
musk-rose, and their sweetness, like a melody in perfume, 
fiiUing on her sensés stirred a vague tenderness in her 
heart. 

Graslin left Véronique under the spell of that émotion ; 
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but almost nightiy after Sauviat returned home, the 
banker waited till ail Limoges was asleep, and then slunk 
alone under the walls to the house where the dealer in 
old iron lived. He used to tap softly on the shutters, 
the dog did not bark, the old . man came down and 
opened the door to his fellow countryman, and Graslin 
would spend a couple of hours in the brown room where 
Véronique sat, and Mother Sauviat would serve him up 
an Auvergnat supper. The uncouth lover never came 
without a bouquet for Véronique, rare flowers only to be 
procured in M. Grossetête*s hothouse, M. Grossetête 
being the only person in Limoges in the secret of the 
mamage. Tne porter went after dark to fetch the 
bouquet, which old Grossetête always gathered himself. 

During those two months, Graslin went about fifty 
dîmes to the hous^ and never without some handsome 
présent, rings, a gold watch, a chain, a dressing-case, or 
the like; amazinç lavishness on his part, which, however, 
18 easily explained. 

Véronique would bring him almost the whole of her 
fathePs fortune — she would hâve seven hundred and fifty 
thousand francs. The old man kept for himself an 
încome of eight thousand ft'ancs, an old investment in 
the Funds, made when he was in imminent danger or 
losing his head on the scaiFold. In those days he had 
put sixty thousand francs in assignats (the half of his 
fortune) into Government stock. It was Brézac who 
had advised the investment, and dissuaded him after- 
wards when he thought of selling out ; it was Brézac. 
too, who in the same emergency had been a faithfui 
trustée for the rest of his fortune — the vast sum of seven 
hundred gold louis, with which Sauviat began to specu- 
Ute as soon as he made good his escape from prison. 
In thirty years' time each of those gold louis had been 
transmuted into a bill for a thousand francs, thanks partly 
to the interest on the assignats, partly to the money 
wïnch fèll in at the time of Champagnac's death, partly 
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to trading gains in the business, and to the money stand- 
ing at compound interest in Brézac's concern. Brézac 
had done honestly by Sauviat, as Auvergnat does by 
Auvergnat. And so whenever Sauviat went to take a 
look at the front of Grasiin's great house — 

^ Véronique shall live in that palace ! ' he said to 
himself. 

He knew that there was not another girl in Limousin 
who would hâve seven hundred and fifty thousand francs 
paid down on her marriage day, beside two hundred 
and fifty thousand of expectations. Graslin, the son-in- 
law of his choice, must therefore inevitably marry 
Véronique. So every evening Véronique received a 
bouquet, which daily made her uttle sitting-room bright 
with flowers, a bouquet carefuUy kept out of sight of the 
neighbours. She admired the beautiful jewels, the 
rubies, pearls, and diamonds, the bracelets, dear to ail 
daughters of Eve, and thought herself less ugly thus 
adorned. She saw her mother happy over this marriage, 
and she herself had no standard of comparison ; she had 
noidea what marriage meant,no conception of its duties; 
and finally,she heard the curateof Saint-Étiennepraising 
Graslin to her, in his solemn voice, telling her that this 
was an honourable man with whom she would lead an 
honourable life. So Véronique consented to receive M. 
Graslin's attentions. In a lonely and monotonous life 
like hers, let a single person présent himself day by day, 
and before long that person will not be indiffèrent ; for 
either an aversion, confirmed by a deeper knowledge, 
will turn to hâte, and the visitor's présence will be 
intolérable ; or custom stales (so to speak) the sight of 
physical defects, and then the mind begins to look for 
compensations. Curiosity busies itself with the £ice; 
from some cause or other the features light up, there is 
some fleeting eleam of beauty there ; and at last the 
nature, hidden beneath the outward form, is ditcovered. 
In short, first impressions once overcome, the force with 
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hich the one soûl is attracted to the other is but so 
Luch the stronger, because the discovery of the true 
iture of the other is ail its own. So love begins. 
[erein lies the secret of the passionate love which beauti- 
d persons entertain for others who are not beautifiil in 
>pearance ; affection, looking deeper than the outward 
0*0(1, sees the form no longer, but a soûl, and thence- 
»rward knows nothing else. Moreover, the beauty so 
ecessary in a woman takes in a man such a strange 
laracter, that women's opinions difFer as much on the 
ibject of a man's good looks as men about the beauty 
F a woman. 

After much méditation and many struggles with her- 
if, Véronique allowed the banns to be published, and 

I Limoges rang with the incredible news. Nobody 
new the secret — the bride's immense dowry. If that 
id been bruited abroad, Véronique might hâve chosen 
er husband, but perhaps even so would hâve been 
listaken. It was a love-match on Graslin's side, people 
irerred. 

Upholsterers arrived from Paris to furnish the fine 
3use. The banker was going to great expense over it, 
id nothing else was talked of in Limoges. People 
iscussed the price of the chandeliers, the guding of the 
rawing-room, the mythical subjects of the timepieces ; 
ad there were well-informed folk who could describe 
le flower-stands and the porcelain stoves, the luxurious 
ovel contrivances. For instance, there was an aviary built 
bove the ice-house in the garden of the Hôtel Graslin ; 

II Limoges marvelled at the rare birds in it — the 
UToquets, and Chinese pheasants, and strange water- 
}w\j there was no one who had not seen them. 

M. and Mme. Grossetête, old people much looked up 
» in Limoges, called several times upon the Sauviats, 
rraslin accompanying them. Mme. Grossetête, worthy 
oman, congratulated Véronique on the fortunate mar- 
age she was to make ; so the Church, the family, and the 
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world, together with every trifling circumstance, combined 
to bring this match about. 

In the month of April, formai invitations were sent to 
ail Grasiin's circle of acquaintance. At eleven o'clock 
one fine sunny morning a calèche and a brougham, drawn 
by Limousin horses in Ënglish harness (old Grossetête had 
superintended his colleague's stable), arrived befbre the 
poor little shop where the dealer in old iron lived ; and 
the excited quarter beheld the bridegroom's sometime 
partners and his two clerks. There was a prodigious 
sensation, the street was filled by the crowd eager to see 
the Sauviats' daughter. The most celebrated hairdresser 
in Limoges had set the bride's crown on her beautifiil 
hair and arranged her veil of priceless Brussels lace ; but 
Véronique's dress was of simple white muslin. A 
sufficientlv imposing assembly of the most distinguished 
women or Limoges was présent at the wedding in the 
cathedral ; the Bishop himself, knowing the piety of the 
Sauviats, condescended to perform the marriage ceremohy. 
People thought the bride a plain-looking girl. For the 
first time she entered her hôtel, and went from surprise 
to surprise. A state dinner preceded the bail, to which 
Graslin had invited almost ail Limoges. The dinner 
given to the Bishop, the prefect, the président of the 
court of first instance, the public prosecutor, the mayor, 
the gênerai, and to Graslin's sometime employers and their 
wives, was a triumph for the bride, who, like ail simple 
and unafFected people, proved unexpectedly charming. 
None of the married people would dance, so that Véro- 
nique continued to do the honours of her house, and wôn 
the esteem and good^races of most of her new acquaint- 
ances; asking old Grossetête, who had taken a great 
kindness for her, for informatioh àbout her guests, and so 
avoiding blunders. During the evening the two retired 
bankers spread the ntWs of the fortune, immense for 
Limousin, which the parents of the bride had given her. 
At nine o^clock the dealer in old iron weiit home to bed. 
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leaving his wife to préside at the ceremony of undressing 
the bride. It was said in the town that Mme. Graslin 
was plain but well shaped. 

Old Sauviat sold his business and his house in the town, 
and bought a cottage on the left bank of the Vienne, 
between Limoges and Le CIuzeau,and ten minutes' walk 
firom the Faubourg Saint-Martial. Hère he meant that 
he and his wife should end their days in peace. The two 
old people had rooms in Graslin's hôtel, and dined there 
once or twice a week with their daughter, whose walks 
usually took the direction of their house. 

The retired dealer in old iron had nothing to do, and 
nearly died of leisure. Luckily for him, his son-in-law 
found him some occupation. In 1823 the banker found 
himself with a porcelain factory on his hands. He had 
lent large sums to the manufàcturers, which they were 
unable to repay, so he had taken over the business to 
recoup himself. In this concern he invested more 
capitd, and by this means, and by his extensive business 
connections, made of it one of the largest factories in 
Limoges ; so that when he sold it in three years after he 
took it over, he made a large profit on the transaction. 
He made his father-in-law the manager of this factory, 
situated in the very same quarter of Saint-Martial where 
his house stood ; and in spite of Sauviat's seventy-two 
years, he had done not a little in bringing about the pro- 
sperity of a business in which he grew quite young 
again. The plan had its advantages likewise for Graslin ; 
but for old Sauviat, who threw himself heart and soûl 
into the porcelain &ctory, he would hâve been perhaps 
obliged to take a clerk into partnership and lose part of 
the profits, which he now received in full ; but as it was, 
he could look after his own aiFairs in the town, and feel 
his mind at ease as to the capital invested in the porcelain 
Works. 

In 1827 Sauviat met with an accident, which ended in 
his death. He was busy with the stocktaking, when he 

c 
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stumbled over one of the crates in which the china was 
packed, grazing his leg slightly. He took no care of 
himself, and mortification set in ; they talked of ampu- 
tation, but he would not hear of losing his leg, and so he 
died. His widow made over about two hundred an4 
fifty thousand francs, the amount of Sauviat's estate, to 
her daughter and son-in-law, Graslin undertaking to pfàj 
her two hundred francs a month, an amount amply 
sufficient for her needs. She persisted in living on with- 
out a servant in the little cottage ; keeping her point 
with the obstinacy of old âge, and in spite of her 
daughter's entreaties ; but, on the other hand, she went 
almost every day to the Hôtel Graslin, and Véronique's 
walks, as heretofore, usually ended at her mother's house. 
There was a charming view from the Windows of the 
river and the little island in the Vienne, which Véronique 
had loved in the old days, and called her Isle of France. 

The story of the Sauviats has been anticipated partly 
to save interruption to the other story of the Graslins' 
household, partly because it serves to explain some of the 
reasons of the retired life which Véronique Graslin led. 
The old mother foresaw how much her child might one 
day be made to sufFer through Graslin's avarice ; for long 
she held out, and refused to give up the rest of her fortime, 
and only gave way when Véronique insisted upon it. 
Véronique was incapable of imagining circumstances in 
which a wife desires to hâve the control of her property, 
and acted upon a generous impulse; in this way she 
meant to thank Graslin for giving her back her liberty. 

The unaccustomed splendours of Graslin's marriage 
had been totally at variance with his habits and nature. 
The greatcapitalist'aideas were very narrow. Véronique 
had had no opportunity of gauging the man with 
whom she must spend the rest of her life. During those 
fifty-five evening visits Graslin had shown but one side 
of his character— the man of business, the undaunted 
worker who planned and carried out large undertakings. 
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the capitalist who looked at public afFairs with a view to 
their probable e£fect on the bank rate and opportunities 
of money-making. And, under the influence of his 
father-in-law's mUIion, Graslin had behaved generously in 
those days, though even then his lavish expenditure wa$ 
made to gain his own ends ; he was drawn into expense 
in the springtide days of his marriage partly by the 
possession of the great house, which he called his ^ Folly,' 
the house stiil called the Hôtel Graslin in Limoges. 

As he had the horses, the calèche, and brougham, it 
was natural to make use of them to pay a round of 
visits on his marriage, and to go to the dinner-parties and 
dances given in honour of the bride by officiai dignitaries 
and wealthy houses. Acting on the impulses which 
carried him out of his ordinary sphère, Graslin was ^at 
home * to callers one day in the week, and sent to Paris 
for a cook. For about a year indeed he led the ordinary 
life of a man who has seventeen hundred thousand francs 
of his own, and can command a capital of three millions. 
He had corne to be the most conspicuous personage in 
Limoges. During that year he generously allowed Mme. 
Graslin twenty-five twenty-franc pièces every month. 

Véronique on her marnage had become a person of 
great interest to the rank and fashion of Limoges ; she 
was a kind of godsend to the idle curiosity which finds 
such meagre sustenance in the provinces. Véronique, 
who had so tuddenly made her appearance, was a pheno- 
menon the more closely scrutinised on that account ; but 
she alwavs maintained the simple and unafFected attitude 
of an onlooker who watches manners and usages unknown 
to her, and seeks to conform to them. From the first 
she had been pronounced to hâve a good figure and a 
plain face, and now it was decided that she was good- 
natured, but stupid. She was learning so many things 
at once, she had so much to see and to hear, that her 
manner and talk gave some colour to this accusation. 
A sort of torpor, moreover, had stolen over her which 
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might well be mistaken for stupidity. Marriage, that 
^difficult profession' of wifehood, as she calted it, in 
which the Church, the Code, and her own mother bade 
her practise the most complète résignation and perfect 
obédience, under pain of breaking ail laws human and 
divine, and bringing about irréparable evils; marriage 
had plunged her into a bewilderment which grew to the 
pitch of vertigo and delirium. While she sat silent and 
reserved, she heard her own thoughts as plainly as the 
voices about her. For her ^ existence * had corne to be 
extremely Mifficult,' to use the phrase of the dying 
Fontenelle, and ever more increasingly, till she grew 
frightened, she was afraid of herself. Nature recoiled 
from the orders of the soûl ; the body rebelled against 
the will. The poor snared créature wept on the bosom 
of the great Mother of the sorrowful and afflicted j she 
betook herself to the Church, she redoubled her fervour, 
she confîded to her director the temptations which 
assailed her, she poured out her soûl in prayer. Never 
at any time in her life did she fulfil her religious duties 
so zealously. The tempes t of despair which filled her 
when she knew that she did not love her husband, flung 
her at the foot of the altar, where divine comforting 
voices spoke to her of patience. And she was patient 
and sweet, living in hope ofthe Joys of motherhood. 

^Did you see Mme. Graslin this morning?' the 
women asked among themselves. 'Marriage does not 
agrée with her; she looked quite ghastly.' 

* Yes ; but would you hâve given a daughter of yours 
to a man like M. Graslin ? Of course, if you marry such 
a monster, you suiFer for it.' 

As soon as Graslin was fairly married, ail the mothers 
who had assiduously hunted him for the past ten years 
directed spiteful speeches at him. Véronique grew thin, 
and became plain in good earnest. Her eyes were 
heavy, her features coarsened, she looked shame&ced and 
embarrassed, and wore the dreary, chilling expression, so 
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repellent in bigoted devotees. A greyish tint overspread 
her complexion. She dragged herself languidly about 
during the first year of her marriage, usually the heyday 
of a woman's life. Before very long she sought for 
distraction in books, making use of her privilège as a 
married woman to read everything. She read Scott*s 
novelsy Byron's poems, the works of Schiller and Goethe, 
literature ancient and modem. She learned to ride, 
to dance, and draw. She made sepia drawings and 
sketches in water-colour, eager to learn every device 
which women use to while away the tedium of solitary 
hours ; in short, that second éducation which a woman 
nearly always undertakes for a man's sake and with his 
guidance, she undertook alone and for herself. 

In the loftiness of a nature frank and free, brought up, 
as it were, in the désert, but fortified by religion, there 
was a wild grandeur, cravings which found no satisfaction 
in the provincial society in which she moved. AU the 
books described love; she looked up from her bookson life, 
and found no traces of passion there. Love lay dormant 
in her heart like the germs which wait for the sun. 
Through a profound melancholy, caused by constant 
brooding over herself, she came by dim and winding virays 
back to the last bright dreams of her girlhood. She dwelt 
more than once on the old romande imaginings, and 
became the heroine and the théâtre of the drama. Once 
again she saw the island bathed in light, full of blossom 
and sweetscents, and ail things gratetul to her soûl. 

Not seldom her sad eyes wandered over her rooms 
with searching curiosity; the men she saw were ail 
like Graslin ; she watched them closely, and seemed to 
turn questioningly from them to their wives ; but on the 
women's &ces she saw no sign of her own secret trouble, 
and sadly and wearily she returned to her starting-point, 
uneasy about herself. Her highest thoughts met with 
a response in the books which she read of a morning, 
their wit pleased her; but in the evening she ke^ri 
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nothing but commonplace thoughts, which no one 
attempted to disguise by giving a witty turn to them ; 
the talk around her was vapid and empty, or ran upon 

fossip and local news, which had no interest for her. 
he wondered sometimes at the warmth of discussions 
in which there was no question of sentiment, for her the 
very core of life. She was often seen gazing before 
her with fixed, wide eyes, thinking, doubtless, of hours 
which she had spent, while still a girl ignorant of lifts, 
in the room where everything had been in keeping with 
her fancies, and now laid in ruins, like Véronique's own 
existence. She shrank in pain from the thought of being 
drawn into the eddy of petty cares and interests lîkc the 
other women among whotn she was forced to livc j her 
ill-concealed disdain of the littleness of her lot, visible 
upon her lips and brow, was taken for upstart insolence. 
Mme. Graslin saw the coolness upon ail faces, and 
felt a certain bitter tone in the talk. She did not under- 
stand the reason, for as yet she had not made a friend 
suiEciently intimate to enlighten or counsel her. In- 
justice, under which small natures chafe, compels loftier 
soûls to return within themselves, and induces in them 
a kind of humility. Véronique blamed herself, and tried 
to discover where the fault lay. She tried to be gracious, 
she was pronounced to be insincere ; she redoubled her 
kindliness, and was said to be a hypocrite (her dévotion 
&;iving colour to the slander) ; she was lavish of hospita- 
Iity, and gave dinners and dances, and was accused of 
pnde. Ail Mme. Graslin's efforts were unsuccessful. 
She was misjudged and repulsed by the petty querulous 
pride of provincial coteries, where susceptibilities are 
always upon the watch for ofFences ; she went no more 
into Society, and lived in the strictest retirement. The 
love in her heart turned to the Church. The great 
spirit in its feeble house of flesh saw in the manifbld 
behests of Catholicism but so many stones set by the 
brink of the précipices of life, raised there by charitable 



The Country Parson 39 

hands to prop human weakness by the way. So every 
least religious observance was practised with the most 
punctilious care. 

Upon this, the Libéral party added Mme. Graslin's 
name to the list of bigots in the town. She was classed 
among the Ultras, and party spirit strengthened the 
various gnidges which Véronique had innocently stored 
up against herself, with its periodical exacerbations. 
But as she had nothing to lose by this ostracism, she 
went no more into society, and betook herself to her 
books, with the infinité resources which they opened to 
her. She tbought over her reading, she compared^ 
methods, she increased the amount of her actual know- 
ledge and her power of acquiring it, and by so doing 
opened the gateways of her mind to curiosity. 

It was at this period of close and persistent study, 
while religion supported her, that she gained a fiîend in 
M. Grossetéte, an old man whose real ability had not 
grown so nisty in the course of a life in a country town 
but that contact with a keen intelligence could still draw 
a few sparks firom it. The kind soûl was deeply interested 
in Véronique, who, in return for the mild warmth of the 
mellowed affection which âge alone can give, put forth 
ail the treasures of her soûl ; for him the splendid powers 
cultivated in secret first blossomed forth. 

A fragment of a letter written at this time to M. 
Grossetéte will describe the mental condition of a woman 
who one day should give proof of a firm temper and 
lofty nature : — 

* The flowers which you sent to me for the dance 
were very lovely, yet they suggested painfiil thoughts. 
The sight of that beauty, gathered by you to decorate 
a festival, and to fade on my breast and in my hair, 
made me think of other flowers born to die unseen in 
your woods, to shed sweet scent that no one breathes. 
Then I adced myself why I was dancings why I ^«A. 
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decked myself with flowers, just as I ask God why I am 
hère in the world. You see, my friend, that in every»- 
thing there lurks a snare for the unhappy, just as the 
droUest trifles bring the sick back to their own sufFerings. 
That is the worst of some troubles : they press upon us 
so constantly that they shape themselves into an idea 
which is ever présent in our minds. An evcr-present 
trouble ought surely to be a hallowed thought. You 
love flowers for their own sake ; I love them as I love 
beautiful music. As I once told you, the secret of a 
host of things is hidden from me. . . • You, my old 
friend, for instance, hâve a passion for gardening. 
When you come back to town, teach me to share in 
this taste of yours; send me with a light footstep to my 
hothouse to feel the interest which you take in watching 
your plants grow. You seem to me to live and blossom 
with them, to take a delight in them, as in something of 
your own création ; to discover new colours, novel 
splendours, which come forth under your eyes, the resuit 
of your labours. I feel that the emptiness of my life is 
breaking my heart. For me, my hothouse is fuU of 
pining soûls. The distress which I force myself to 
relieve saddens my very soûl. I find some young 
mother without linen for her new-born babe, some old 
man starving, I make their troubles mine, and even 
when I hâve helped them, the feelings aroused in me by 
the sight of misery relieved are not enough to satisfy my 
soûl. Oh ! my friend, I feel that I hâve great powers 
asserting themselves in me, powers of doing evil, it may 
be, which nothing can crush — powers that the hardest 
commandments of religion cannot humble. When I 
go to see my mother, when I am quite alone among the 
nelds, I feel that I must cry aloud, and I cry. My body 
is the prison in which one of the evil genii has pent up 
some moaning créature, until the mysterious word shail 
be uttered which shatters the cramping cell. But this 
comparison is not just. In my case it should be reversed. 
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It is the body which is a prisoner, if I may make use of 
the expression. Does not religion occupy my soûl ? 
And the treasures gained by reading are constant food for 
the mind. Why do I long for any change, even if it 
cornes as sufFering — for any break in the enervating 
peace of my lot? Uniess I find some sentiment to 
uphold me, some strong interest to cultivate, I feel that 
I shall drift towards the abyss where every idea grows 
hazy and meaningless, where character is enervated, 
where the springs of one's being grow slack and inert, 
where I shall be no longer the woman Nature intended 
me to be. That is what my cries mean. • • • But you 
will not cease to send flowers to me because of this out- 
cry of mine ? Your friendship has been so sweet and 
pleasant a thing, that it has reconciled me with myself 
for several months. Yes, I feel happy when I think 
that you sometimes throw a fiîendly glance over the 
blossoming desert-place, my inner self; that the wanderer, 
half dead after her flight on the fiery steed of a dream, 
will meet with a kind word of greeting from you on her 
return.' 

Three years after Véronique's marriage, it occurred to 
Graslin that his wife never used the horses, and, a good 
opportunity ofFering itself, he sold them. The carriages 
were sold at the same time, the coachman was dismissed, 
and the cook from Paris transferred to the Bishop's 
establishment. A woman servant took his place. Graslin 
ceased to give his wife an allowance, saying that he 
would pay ail the bills. He was the happiest man in the 
world when he met with no opposition from the wife who 
had brought him a million. There was not much ment, 
it is true, in Mme. Graslin's self-denial. She knew 
nothing of money, she had been brought up in ignorance 
of it as an indispensable élément in life. Graslin found 
the sums which he had given to her lying in a corner of 
her desk ; scarcely any of it had been spent. Vécoixv^^ 
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gave to the poor, her trousseau had been so large that as 
yet she had had scarcely any expenses for dress. Grasiin 
praised Véronique to ail Limoges as the pattern of 
wives. 

The splendour of the fiirniture gave him pangs, so 
he had it ail shrouded in covers. His wife's bedroom^ 
boudoir, and dressing-room alone escaped this dispensa- 
tion, an economical measure which economised nothing, 
for the wear and tear to the furniture is the same, covers 
or no covers. 

He next took up his abode on the ground floor, where 
the counting-house and office had been established, so 
he began his old life again, and was as keen in pursuit of 
gain as before. The Auvergnat banker thought himselt 
a model husband because he break&sted and dined with 
his wîfe, who carefully ordered the meals for him ; but 
he was so extremely unpunctual, that he came in at the 
proper hour scarce ten times a month ; and though, out 
of thoughtfulness, hc asked her never to wait for him, 
Véronique alwàys stayed to carve for him ; she wanted to 
fulfil her wifely duties in some one visible manner. His 
marriage had not been a matter to which the banker gave 
much thought ; his wife represented the sum of seven 
hundred and fifty thousand francs; he had not discovered 
that that wife shrank from him. Gradually he had left 
Mme. Grasiin to herself, and became absorbed in business; 
and when he took it into his head to hâve a bed put for 
him in a room next to his private office, Véronique saw 
that his wishes were carried out at once. 

So after tbree years of marriage this ill-assorted couple 
went their separate ways as before, and felt glad to retum 
to them. The capitalist, owner now of eighteen hundred 
thousand francs, returned to his occupation of money- 
making with ail the more zest after the brief interval. 
His two clerks and the office-boy were somewhat better 
lodged and a little better fed — that was ail the différence 
between the past and the présent. His wife had a code 



The G>untry Parson 43 

a waiting-maid (the two servants could not well be 
nsed with), and no calls were made on Graslin's 
! except for strict necessaries. 
id Véronique was happy in the turn tfaings had 
I ; she saw in the banker's satisfaction a compensation 
séparation for which she had never asked ; it was 
ssible that Graslin should shrink from her as she 
ik from him. She was half glad, half sorry of this 
t divorce ; she had looked forward to motherhood, 
h should bring a new interest into her life ; but in 
of their mutual résignation, there was no child of 
oarriage as yet in 1828. 

Mme. Graslin, envied by ail Limoges, led as lonely 
; in her splendid home as formerly in her fathers 
I ; but thehopes and thechildish joys of inexpérience 
gone. She lived in the ruins of her *castles in Spain,' 
htened by sad expérience, sustaiqed by a devout 
, busying herself for the poor of the district, 
n she loaded with kindnesses. She made baby-linen 
lem ; she gave sheets and bedding to those who lay 
raw ; she went everywhere with her maid — a good 
n'gnate whom her mother found for her. This girl 
hà herself body and soûl to her mistress, and 
ne a charitable spy for her, whose mission it was 
nd out trouble to soothe and distress to relieve. 

life of busy benevolence and of punctilious per- 
uice of the duties enjoined by the Church was a 
m life, only known by the curés of the town who 
ted it, for Véronique took their counsel in ail that 
lid, so that the money intended for the deserving 
should not be squandered by vice, 
iring thèse years Véronique found another friend- 
quite as precious to her and as warm as her 
Iship with old Grossetête. She became one of the 
of the Abbé Dutheil, one of the vicars-general of 
iocese. This priest belonged to the smallminority 
ig the French clergy who lean towards oonce^^cso^ 
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who would fain associate the Church with the popular 
cause. By putting evangelical principles in practice, the 
Church should gain her old ascendency over the people, 
whom she could then bind to the Monarchy. But the 
Abbé Dutheil's merits were unrecognised, and he was 
persecuted. Perhaps he had seen that it was hopeless to 
attempt to enlighten the Court of Rome and the clérical 
party ; perhaps he had sacrificed his convictions at the 
bidding of his superiors ; at any rate,he dwelt within the 
limits of the strictest orthodoxy, knowing the while that ; 
the mère expression of his convictions would close his 
way to a bishopric. A great and Christian humility, 
blended with a lofty character, distinguished this eminent i 
churchman. He had neither pride nor ambition, and { 
stayed at his post, doing his duty in the midst of péril. 
The Libéral party in the town, who knew nothing of 
his motives, quoted his opinions in support of their own, 
and reckoned him as 'a patriot,' a word which means ^t 
revolutionary ' for good Catholics. He was beloved by 
those below him, who did not dare to praise his worth ; 
dreaded by his equals, who watched him narrowly ; and a 
thorn in the side of his bishop. He was not exactly 
persecuted, his learning and virtues were too well known; 
it was impossible to find fault with him freely, though he 
criticised the blunders in policy by which the Throne 
and the Church alternately compromised each other, 
and pointed out the inévitable results; like poor Cassandra, 
he was reviled by his own party before and after the fall 
which he predicted. Nothing short of a Révolution was 
likely to shake the Abbé Dutheil from his place ; he was 
a foundation stone in the Church, an unseen block of 
granité on which everything else rests. His utility was 
recognised, and — he was left in his place, like most of 
the real power of which mediocrity is jealous and afraid. 
If, like the Abbé de Lamennais, he had taken up the penJ 
he would probably hâve shared his fate j at him, too, thfl 
fhundcrbolts of Rome would hâve been launched. ' 
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In person the Abbé Dutheil was commanding. 
Something in his appearance spoke of a soûl so profound 
that the surface is always calm and smooth. His height 
and spare frame did not mar the gênerai efFect of the 
outlines of his figure, which vaguely recalled those 
forma which Spanish painters loved best to paint for 
great monastic thinkers and dreamers — forms which 
Thorvaldsen in our own time has selected for his Apostles* 
His face, with the long, almost austère Unes in it, which 
bore out the impression made by the straight folds of his 
garments, possessed the same charm which the sculptors 
of the Middle Ages discovered and recorded in the mystic 
figures about the doorways of their churches. His grave 
thoughts, grave words, and grave tones were ail in 
keeping, and the expression of the Abbé*s personality. 
At the first sight of the dark eyes, which austerity had 
surrounded with hoUow shadowy circles ; the forehead, 
yellowed like old marble ; the bony outlines of the head 
and hands, no one could hâve expected to hear any voice 
but his, or any teaching but that which fell from his lips. 
It was this purely physical grandeur, in keeping with the 
moral grandeur of his nature, that gave him a certain 
seeming haughtiness and aloofness, belied, it is true, by 
his humility and his talk, yet unprepossessing in the first 
instance. In a higher position thèse qualities would 
hâve been advantages which would hâve enabled him to 
gain a necessary ascendency over the crowd — an ascend- 
ency which it is quick to feel and to recognise ; but he was 
a subordinate,and a man's superiors never pardon him for 
possessing the natural insignia of power, the majesty so 
highly valued in an older time, and often so signally 
lacking in modem upholders of authority. 

His colleague, the Abbé de Grancour, the other vicar- 
gcneral of the diocèse, a blue-eyed stout little man with 
a florid complexion, worked willingly enough with the 
Abbé Dutheil, albeit their opinions were diametrically 
( pposed ; a curious phenomenon, which only awily courtier 
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will regard as a natural thing ; but, at the same time, tli 
Abbé de Grancour was very carefiil not to commit hinc 
self in any way which might cost him the iàvour of h: 
bishop; the little man would hâve sacrificed anythin 
(even convictions) to stand well in that quarten H 
bad a sincère belief in his coUeague, he recognised h: 
ability; in private he admitted his doctrines, whil 
he condemned them in public ; for men of his kind ai 
attracted to a powerful character, while tbey fear an 
hâte the superiority whose society they cultivate. ^ H 
would put his arms round my neck while he condemne 
me,' said the Abbé Dutheil. The Abbé de Grancov 
had neither friends nor enemies, and was like to die 
vicar-general. He gave out that he was drawn t 
Véronique's house by a wish to give a woman so ben< 
volent and so devout the beneiit of his counsels, an 
the Bishop signiiîed his approval ; but, in reality, he ws 
only too delighted to spend an evening now and then i 
this way with the Abbé Dutheil. 

From this time forward both priests beeame prett 
constant visitors in Véronique's house; they used t 
bring her a sort of gênerai report of any distress in tfa 
district, and talk over the best means of beneiîting tfa 
poor morally and materially; but year by year IV! 
Graslin drew the purse-strings doser and doser ; for, i 
spite of ingenious excuses devised by his wife and Alin 
the maid, he suspected that ail the money was ne 
required for expenses of dress and housekeeping. H 
grew angry at last when he reckoned up the amour 
which his wife gave away. He himself would g 
through the bills with the cook, he went minute! 
into the détails of their expenditure, and showed himse 
the great administrator that he was by demonstratin 
concTusively from his own expérience that it was possibl 
to live in luxury on three thousand francs per annun 
Whereupon he compounded the matter with his wife b 
allowing her a hundred francs a month, to bcduly accountc 
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. fbr, pluming himself on the royal bounty of the grant. 
The garden, now handed over to him, was ( done up ' of 

; a Siinday by the porter, who had a liking for gardening. 

r After the gardener was dismissed, the conservatory was 

I tumed to account as a warehouse, where Graslin 

s deposited the goods left with him as security for small 

; loans* The birds in the aviary above the ice-house were 

• left to starve, to save the expense of feeding them ; and 
1 when at length a winter passed without a single frost, he 

• took that opportunity of declining to pay for ice any 
j longer. By the year 1828 every article of luxury was 
r curtailed, and parsimony reigned undisturbed in the 
I Hôtel Graslin. 

3 During the first three years after Graslin's marriage, 
. with his wifè at hand to make him follow out the doctor's 
j instructions, his complexion had somewhat improved; 
^ now it inflamed again, and became redder and more 
n florid than in the past. So largely, at the same time, did 

his business increase, that the porter was promoted to be 
y a derk (as his master had been before him), and another 

Auvergnat had to be found to do the odd jobs of the 

Hôtel Graslin. 

After four years of married life the woman who had 
^, so much wealth had not three francs to call her own» 
in Y^^ ^^ niggardliness of her parents succeeded the no 
i£ less niggardly dispensation of her husband ; and Mme. 
31 Graslin^ whose benevolent impulses were checked, felt 
[ç -the need of money for the first time. 
^^ r In the beginning of the year 1828 Véronique had 
y^recovered the bloom of health which had lent such 
|»ibeauty to the innocent girl who used to sit at the window 
^fJin the old house in the Rue de la Cité. She had read 
P^J«?idely since those days; she had learned to think and to 
E>le ^^^^ ^^ thoughts ; the habit of forming accurate judg- 
j^ iocntt had lent profimdity to her ièatures. The little 
\yy détails of social Ûfé had become familiar to her, she wore 
^ç\ I fiohionable toilette with the most perfect ease and 
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grâce. If chance brought her into a drawing-room at 
this time, she found, not without surprise, that she was 
received with something like respectful esteem ; this way 
of regarding her, like her réception, was due to the two 
vicars-general and old Grossetête. The Bishop and one 
or two influential people, hearing of Véronique's un- 
wearying benevolence, had talked about this fair life 
hidden firom the world, this violet perfumed with virtues, 
this blossom of unfeigned piety. So, ail unknown to 
Mme. Graslin, a révolution had been wrought in her 
fâvour ; one of those reactions so much the more lasting 
and sure because they are slowly efFected. With this 
right-about-&ce in opinion Véronique became a power 
in the land. Her drawing-room was the resort of the 
luminaries of Limoges ; the practical change was brought 
about by this means. 1 

The young Vicomte de Granville came to the town 
at the end of that year, preceded by the ready-made 
réputation which awaits a Parisian on his arrivai in the ! 
provinces. He had been appointed deputy public | 
prosecutor to the Court of Limoges. A few days after 
his arrivai he said, in answer to a sufficiently silly question, 
that Mme. Graslin was the cleverest, most amiable, and 
most distinguished woman in the city, and this at the 
prefect's * At Home,* and before a whole room full of 
people. 

' And the most beautiful as well, perhaps ? * suggested 
the Receiver-General's wife. 

*There I do not venture to agrée with you,' hc 
answered ; * when you are présent I am unable to décide. 
Mme. Graslin's beauty is not of a kind which should 
inspire jealousy in you, she ncver appears in broad day- 
light. Mme. Graslin is only beautiful for those whom 
she loves ; you are beautiful for ail eyes. If Mme. Graslin 
is deeply stirred, her face is transformed by its expression* 
It is like a landscape, dreary in winter, glorious in | 
summer. Most people only see ît in winter ; but if yol I 
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watch her while she talks with her friends on some 
literary or philosophical subject, or upon some religious 
question which interests her, her face lights up, and 
suddenly she becomes another woman, a woman of 
wonderfiil beauty.' 

This déclaration, a récognition of the same beautiful 
transfiguration which Véronique's face underwent as she 
returned to her place from the communion table, made a 
sensation in Limoges, for the new substitute (destined, it 
was said, to be Attorney-General one day) was the heroof 
the hour. In every country town a man a little above 
the ordinary level becomes for a shorter or longer time the 
subject of a craze, a sham enthusiasm to which the idol 
of the moment falls a victim. To thèse freaks of the 
provincial drawing-room we owe the local genius and 
the person who sufFers from the chronic complaint of 
unappreciated superiority. Sometimes it is native talent 
which women discover and bring into feshion, but more 
frequently it is some outsider ; and for once, in the case 
of the Vicomte de Granville, the homage was paid to 
genuine ability. 

The Parisian foimd that Mme. Graslin was the only 
woman with whom he could exchange ideas or carry on 
a sustained and varied conversation -, and a few months 
after his arrivai, as the charm of her talk and manner 
gained upon him, he suggested to some of the prominent 
men in the town, and to the Abbé Dutheil among them, 
that they might make their party at whist of an evening 
in Mme. Graslin's drawing-room. So Véronique was at 
home to her friends for nve nights in the week (two 
days she wished to keep free, she said, for her own 
concerns); and when the cleverest men in the town 
gathered about Mme. Graslin, others were not sorry to 
take brevet rank as wits by spending their evenings in 
her Society. Véronique received the two or three dis- 
tiaguished military men stationed in the town or on the 
garrisQD staflF. The entire freedom of discussion enjoyed 

D 
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by her visitors, the absolute discrétion required of them, 
tacitly and by the adoption of the manners of the best 
Society, combined to make Véronique exclusive and very 
slow to admit those who courted the honour of her 
Society to her circle. Other women saw not without 
jealousy that the cleverest and pleasantest men gathered 
round Mme. Graslin, and her power was the more widely 
felt in Limoges because she was exclusive. The four or 
five women whom she accepted were strangers to the 
district, who had accompanied their husbands from Paris, 
and looked on provincial tittle-tattle with disgust. If 
some one chanced to call who did not belong to the 
inner cénacle^ the conversation underwent an immédiate 
change, and with one accord ail présent spoke of indiffèr- 
ent things. 

So the Hôtel Graslin became a sort of oasis in the 
désert where a chosen few sought relief in each other*s 
Society from the tedium of provincial life, a house where 
officiais might discuss politics and speak their minds 
without fear of their opinions being reported, where ail 
things worthy of mockery were fair game for wit and 
laughter, where every one laid aside his professional 
uniform to give his natural character free play. 

In the beginning of that year 1828, Mme. Graslin, 
whose girlhood had been spent in the most complète 
obscurity, yrho had been pronounced to be plain and 
stupid and a complète nullity, was now looked upon as 
the. most important person in the town, and the most 
conspicuous woman in society. No one called upon her 
in the morning, for her benevolence and her punctuality 
in the performance of her duties of religion were well 
known. She almost invariably went to the first mass, 
returning in time for her husband's early breakfast. He 
was the most unpunctual of men, but she always sat with 
him, for Graslin had learned to expect this little atten- 
tion from his wife. As for Graslin, he never let slip an 
opportunity of praising her ; he thought her perfection. 
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She never asked him for money; he was free to pile 
up silver crown on silver crown, and to expand his field 
of opérations. He had opened an account with the 
firm of Brézac ; he had set sail upon a commercial sea, 
and the horizon was gradually widening out before him ; 
his over-stimulated interest, intent upon the great events 
of the green table called Spéculation, kept him per- 
petually in the cold frenzied intoxication of the gambler. 

During this happy vear, and indeed until the beginning 
of the year 1829, Mme. Graslin's friends watched a 
strange change passing in her, under their eyes; her 
beauty became really extraordinary, but the reasons of 
the change were never discovered. Her eyes seemed to 
be bathed in a soft liquid light, fiill of tenderness, the 
blue iris widened like an expanding flower as the dark 
pupils contracted. Memories and happy thoughts seemed 
to light up her brow, which grew whiter, like some ridge 
of snow in the dawn, her features seemed to regain their 
purity of outline in some refining fire within. Her 
face lost the feverish brown colour which threatens 
inflammation of the liver, the malady of vigorous 
tempéraments of troubled minds and thwarted affections. 
Her temples grew adorably fresh and youthfiiL Fre- 
quently her friends saw glimpses of the divinely fsiir face 
which a Raphaël might hâve painted, the face which { 
disease had covered with an ugly film, such a& time 
spreads over the canvas of the great master. Her hands 
looked whiter, there was a délicate fulness in the rounded 
curves of her shoulders, her quick dainty movements 
displayed to the fuU the lissome grâce of her form. 

The women said that she was in love with M. de 
Granville, who, for that matter, paid assiduous court to 
her, though Véronique raised between them the barriers 
of a pious résistance. The deputy public prosecutor 
professed a respectful admiration for her which did not 
impose upon frequenters of her house. Clearer-sighted 
observers attributed to a différent cause this change, 
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which made Véronique still more charming to her 
friends. Any woman, however devout, could not but 
feel in her inmost soûl that it was s>veet to be so courted, 
to know the satisfaction of living in a congenial atmo- 
sphère, the delight of exchanging ideas (so great a relief 
in a tedious life), the pleasure of the society of well-read 
and agreeable men, and of sincère friendships, which 
grew day by day. It needed, perhaps, an observer stiU 
more profound, more acute, or more suspicious than any 
of those who came to the Hôtel Graslin to divine the 
untamed greatness, the strength of the woman of the 
people pent up in the depths of Véronique's nature. 
Now and again they might surprise her in a torpid mood, 
overcast by gloomy or merely pensive musin^ but ail 
her friends knew that she carried many troubles in her 
heart; that, doubtless, in the morning she had been 
initiated into many sorrows, that she penetrated into 
dark places where vice is appalling by reason of its un* 
blushing front. Not seldom, indeed, the Vicomte, soon 
promoted to be an avocat gênerai, scolded her for some 
pièce of blind benevolence discovered by him in the 
course of his investigations. Justice complained that 
Charity had paved the way to the police court 

* Do you want money for some of your poor people ? ' 
old Grossetête had asked on this, as he took her hand 
in his. ^ I will share the guilt of your benefactions.' 

' It is impossible to make everybody rich,' she answered, 
heaving a sigh. 

An event occurred at the beginning of this year which 
was to change the whole current of Véronique's inner 
life, as well as the wonderful expression of her face, 
which henceforward became a portrait infinitely more 
interesting to a painter's eyes. 

Graslin grew rather fidgety about his health, and to 
his wife's great despair left his ground-floor quarters and 
returned to her apartment to be tended. Soon afiter* 
wards Mme» Graslin's condition became a matter of towa 



The Gmntry Parson 53 

gossip ; she was about to become a mother. Her évident 
sadness, mingled with joy, fiUed her friends' thoughts ; 
they then divined that, in spite of her virtues, she was 
happiest when she lived apart from her husband. Perhaps 
she had had hopes for better things since the day when 
the Vicomte de Granville had declined to marry the 
richest heiress in Limousin, and still continued to pay 
court to her. Ever since that event the profound politi- 
cians who exercise the censorship of sentiments, and 
settle other people's business in the intervais of whist, 
had suspected the lawyer and young Mme. Grasiin of 
basing hopes of their own on the banker's failing health 
— hopes which were brought to nothing by this un- 
expected development. It was a time in Véronique's 
life when deep distress of mind was added to the appré- 
hensions of a first confinement, always more perilous, it 
is said, when a woman is past her first youth, but ail 
through those days her friends showed*themselves more 
thoughtfiil for her; there was not one of them but 
made her feel in innumerable small ways what warmth 
there was in thèse friendships of hers, and how solid 
they had become. 



II 

TASCHERON 

It was in the same year that Limoges witnessed the 
terrible spectacle and strange tragedy of the Tascheron 
case, in which the young Vicomte de Granville displayed 
the talents which procured him the appointment of 
public prosecutor at a later day. 

An old man living in a lonely house on the outskirts 
of the Faubourg Saint-Etienne was murdered. A large 
orchard isolâtes the dwelling on the side of the town, on 
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the other there is a pleasure garden, with a row of unused 
hothouses at the bottom of it; then foUow the open fields. 
The bank of the Vienne in this place rîses up very 
steeply from the river, the little front çarden slopes 
down to this embankment, and is bounded hy a low wall 
surmounted by an open fence. Square stone posts are 
set along it at even distances, but the painted wooden 
railings are there more by way of ornament than as a 
protection to the property. 

The old man, Pingret by name, a notorious miser, 
lived quite alone save for a servant, a country woman 
whom he employed in the garden. He trained his 
espaliers and pruned his fruit-trees himself, gathering his 
crops and selling them in the town, and excelled in 
growing early vegetables for the market. The old man's 
nièce and sole heiress, who had married a M. des 
Vanneaulx, a man of small indepeitdent means, and lived 
in Limoges, had fhany a time implored her uncle to keep 
a man as a protection to the place, pointing out to him 
that he would be able to grow more garden produce in 
several borders planted with standard fruit-trees beneath 
which he now sowed millet and the like ; but it was of 
no use, the old man would not hear of it. This contra- 
diction in a miser gave rise to ail sorts of conjectures in 
the houses where the Vanneaulx spent their evenings. 
The most divergent opinions had more than once divided 
parties at boston. Some knowing folk came to the 
conclusion that there was a treasure hidden under the 
growing luzern. 

* If 1 were in Mme. des Vanneaulx's place,' remarked 
one pleasant gentleman, ^ I would not worry my uncle, 
I know. If somebody murders him, well ana good ; 
somebody will murder him. I should come in for the 
property.' 

Mme. des Vanneaulx, however, thought difFercntly. 
As a manager at the Théâtre-Italien implores the ténor 
who ^ draws ' a fuU house to be very careful to wrap up 
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his throat, and gives him his cloak when the singer has 
forgotten his overcoat, so did Mme. des Vanneaulx try 
to watch over her relative. She had oiFered little Pingret 
a nugnificent yard doe, but the old man sent the animal 
back again by Jeanne Malassis his servant. 

^ Your uncle has no mind to hâve one more mouth to 
feed up at our place,' said the handmaid to Mme. des 
Vanneaulx. 

The event proved that his niece's fears had been but 
toc well founded. Pingret was murdered one dark night 
in the patch of luzern, whither he had gone, no doubt, 
to add a few louis to a pot fuU of gold. The servant, 
awakened by the sounds of the struggle, had the courage 
to go to the old man's assistance, and the murderer found 
himself compelled to kill her also, lest she should bear 
witness against him. This calculation of probable risks, 
which nearly always prompts a man guilty of one murder 
to add another to his account, is one unfortunate resuit 
of the capital sentence which he beholds looming in the 
distance. 

The double crime was accompanied by strange circum- 
stances, which told as strongly for the defence as for the 
prosecution. When the neighbours had seen nothing 
of Pingret nor of the servant the whole morning ; when, 
as they came and went, they looked through the wooden 
railings and saw that the doors and Windows (contrary 
to wont) were still barred and fastened, the thing began 
to be bruited abroad through the Faubourg Saint-Ë tienne, 
till it reached Mme. desVanneaulx in the Rue des Cloches. 
Mme. des Vanneaulx, whose mind always ran on horrors, 
sent for the police, and the doors were broken open. 
In the four patches of luzern there were four gaping 
holes in the earth, surrounded by rubbish, and strewn 
with broken shards of the pots which had been fuU of 
gold the night before. In two of the holes, which had 
been partly filled up, they found the bodies of old 
Çineref and Jeanne Malassis^ burieçl in their çlothes; 
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she, poor thing, had nui out barefooted in her nlght«i 
dress. 

While the public prosecutor, the commissaiy, and the 
examining magistrate took down ail thèse particulars, the 
uniucky des Vanneaulx collected the scraps of broken 
pottery, put them together, and calculated the amount the 
jars should hâve held. The authorities, perceiving the 
common-sense of this proceeding, estimated the stolen 
treasure at a thousand pièces per pot ; but what was the 
value of those coins? Had they been forty or fbrty- 
eight franc pièces, twenty^four or twenty francs? Every 
créature in Limoges who had expectations felt for the des 
Vanneaulx in this trying situation. The sight of those 
fragments of crockery ware which once held gold gave 
a lively stimulus to Limousin imaginations. As for httle 
Pingret, who often came to sell his vegetables in the market 
himself, who lived on bread and onions, and did not spend 
three hundred francs in a year, who never did anybody 
a good turn, nor any harm either, no one regretted 
him in the least — he had never done a pennyworth of 
good to the Faubourg Saint-Étienne. As for Jeanne 
Malassis, her heroism was considered to be ill-timed ; the 
old man if he had lived would hâve grudged her reward ; 
altogether, her admirers Were few compared with the 
number of those who remarked, * I should hâve slept 
soundly in her place, I know ! ' 

Then the curious and the next-of-kin were made aware 
of the inconsistencies of certain misers. The police, when 
they came to draw up the report, could find neither pen . 
nor ink in the bare, cold, dismal, tumbledown house. 
The little old man's horror of expense was glaringly • 
évident, in the great holes in the roof, which let in rain ^ 
and snow as well as light ; in the moss-covered cracks 
which rent the walls ; in the rotting doors ready to drop 
from their hinges at the least shock, the unoiled paper \ 
which did duty as glass in the Windows. There was not 
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a window curtain in the house, not a looking-glass over 
the mantel-shelves ; the grates were chiefly remarkable 
for the absence of fire-irons and the accumulation of 
damp soo^ a sort of varnish over the handful of sticks 
or the log of wood which lay on the hearth. And 
as to the furniture — a few crippled chairs and maimed 
arm-chairs, two beds, hard and attenuated (Time had 
adomed old Pingret's bed-curtains with open-work em- 
broidery of a boM design), one or two cracked pots and 
riveted plates, a worm-eaten bureau, where the old man 
used to keep his garden seeds, household linen thick with 
darns and patches, — the furniture, in short, consisted of a 
mass of rags, which had only a sort of life kept in them 
by the spirit of their owner, and now that he was gone, 
they dropped to pièces and crumbled to powder. At the 
first touch of the brutal hands of the police officers and 
infuriated next-of-kin they evaporated, heaven knows 
how, ahd came to nameless ruin and an indefinable end. 
They were not. Before the terrors of a public auction 
ihcy vanished away. 

For a long time the greater part of the inhabitants of 
the capital of Limousin continued to take an interest in 
the hard case of the worthy des Vanneaulx, who had two 
chiidren; but as soon as justice appeared to hâve dis- 
covered the perpetrator of the crime, this person absorbed 
ail their attention, he became the hero of the day, and 
the des Vanneaulx were relegated to the obscurity of 
the background, 

Towards the end of the month of March, Mme. 
Graslin had already felt the discomforts incidental to her 
condition, which could no longer be concealed. By that 
dme inquiries were being^ made into the crime committed 
in the Faubourg Saint-Etienne, but the murderer was 
still at large. Véronique received visitors in her bed- 
room, whither her friends came for their game of whist. 
A few days later Mme. Graslin kept her room altogether. 
More than once already she had been seized with the 



58 The Country Parson 

unaccountable &ncies commonly attributed to women 
with child. Her mother came almost every day to see 
her ; the two spent whole hours in each other's society. 

It was nine o'clock. The card-tables were neglected, 
every one was talking about the murder and the 
des Vanneaulx, when the Vicomte de Granviile came 
in. 

* We hâve caught the man who murdered old Pingret!* 
he cried in high glee. 

^ And who is it ? ' The question came from ail sides* 
^ One of the workmen in a porcelain factory, a man of 

exemplary conduct, and in a fâir way to make his fortune. 

— He is one of your husband's old workmen,' he added, 

turning to Mme. Graslin. 

* Who is it ? ' Véronique asked feintly. 

* Jean- François Tascheron.' 

* The unfortunate man ! ' she exclaimed. * Yes. I 
remember seeing him several times. My poor father 
recommended him to me as a valuable hand ' 

^ He left the place before Sauviat died,' remarked old 
Mme. Sauviat ; ^ he went over to the MM. Philippart to 
better himself. — But is my daughter well enough to hear 
about this ? ' she added, looking at Mme. Graslin, who 
was as white as the sheets. 

After that evening old Mother Sauviat left her house, 
and in spite of her seventy years, installed herself as her 
daughter's nurse. She did not leave Véronique's room. 
No matter at what hour Mme. Graslin's friends called to 
see her, they found the old mother sitting heroically at 
her post by the bedside, busied with her eternal knittine, 
brooding over her Véronique as in the days of the small- 
pox, answering for her child, and sometimes denying her 
to visitors. The love between the mother and daughter 
was so well known in Limoges that people took the old 
woman's ways as a matter of course. 

A few days later, when the Vicoipte de Granyillç 
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began to give some of the détails of the Tascheron case, 
in which the whole town took an eager interest, thinking 
to interest the invalid, La Sauviat eut him short by asking 
if he meant to give Mme. Graslin bad dreams again, but 
Véronique begged M. de Granville to go on, fixing her 
eyes on his &ce. So it fell out that Mme. Grasiin's 
friends heard in her house the resuit of the preliminary 
examination, soon afterwards made public, at first-hand 
from the avocat général. Hère, in a condensed form, is 
the substance of the indictment which was being drawn 
up by the prosecution : — 

Jean-François Tascheron was the son of a small farmer 
burdened with a large fâmily, who lived in the township 
of Montégnac Twenty years before the perpétration 
of this crime, whose memory still lingers in Limousin, 
Canton Montégnac bore a notoriously bad character. It 
was a proverb in the Criminal Court of Limoges that 
fifty out of every hundred convictions came from the 
Montégnac district. Since 18 16, two years after the 
arrivai of the new curé, M. Bonnet, Montégnac lost its 
old réputation, and no longer sent up its contingent to 
the assizes. The change was generally set down to M. 
Bonnet's influence in the commune, which had once 
been a perfect hotbed of bad characters who gave 
trouble in ail the country round about. Jean-François 
Tascheron's crime suddenly restored Montégnac to its 
former unenviable pre-eminence. It happened, singularly 
enough, that the Tascherons had been almost the only 
familv in the countryside which had not departed from 
the old exemplary traditions and religious habits now ^t 
dying out in coimtry places. In them the curé had 
found a moral support and basis of opérations, and 
naturally he thought a great deal of them. The whole 
fâmily were hard workers, remarkable for their honesty 
and the strong affection that bound them to each 
other ; Jean-François Tascheron had had none but good 
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examples set before him at home. A praiseworthy 
ambition had brought him to Limoges. He meant to 
make a little fortune honestly by a handicraft, and left 
the township, to the regret of his relations and friendsi 
who were much attached to him. 

His conduct during his two years of apprentidb- I 
ship was admirable; apparently no irregularity in his i 
life had foreshadowed the hideous crime for which he 1 
fbrfeited his life. The leisure which other workmen 
wasted in the wineshop and débauches, Tascheron spent * 
in study. 

Justice in the provinces has plenty of time on her 
hands, but the most minute investigation threw no light 
whatever on the secrets of this existence. The landlady 
of Jean-Francois's humble lodging, skilfully questioned, 
said that she had never had such a steady young man as 
a lodger. He was pleasant-spoken and good-tempered, 
almost gay, as you might say. About a vear ago a 
change seemed to come over him. He would stop out 
ail night several times a month, and often for several 
nights at a time. She did not know whereabouts in the 
town he spent those nights. Still, she had sometimes 
thought, judging by the mud on his boots, that her 
lodger had been somewhere out in the countrv. He 
used to wear pumps, too, instead of hobnailed boots, 
although he was going out of the town, and before he 
went he used to shave and scent himself, and put on 
dean clothes. 

The examining magistrate carried his investigations to 
such a length that inquiries were made in houses of ill 
famé and among licensed prostitutes, but no one knew 
anything of Jean-François Tascheron ; other inquiries 
made among the class of factory operatives and shop-eirls 
met with no better success; none of those whose conduct 
was light had any relations with the accused. 

A crime without any motive whatever is inconceiv- 
Mhie, especially when the criminal's bent was apparently 
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towards self-improvement, while his ambitions argued 
higher ideals and sensé superior to that of other work- 
men. The whole criminal départaient, like the examin- 
ing magistrate, were fain to find a motive for the murder 
in a passion for play on Tascheron's part ; but after 
minute investigation, it was proved that the accused had 
never gambled in his life, 

From the very first Jean-François took refuge in a 
qrstem of déniai which could not but break down in the 
race of drcumstantial évidence when his case should 
corne before a jury ; but his manner of defending himself 
suggested the intervention of some person well ac- 
quamted with the law, or gifted with no ordinary intelli* 
gence. The évidence of his guilt, as in most similar 
cases, viras at once unconvincing and yet too strong to be 
set aside. The principal points which told against 
Tascheron were four — his absence from home on the 
night of the murder (he would not say where he spent 
that night, and scorned to invent an alibi) ; a shred of 
his blouse, torn without his knowledge during the 
struggle with the poor servant-girl, and blown by the 
wind into the tree where it was found ; the fâct that he 
had been seen hanging about the house that evening by 
people in the suburb, who would not hâve remembered 
thit but for the crime which foUowed ; and lastly, a 
taise key which he had made to fit the lock of the 
garden-gate, which was entered from the fields. It had 
been hiddcn rather ingeniously in one of the holes, some 
two feet below the suiface. M. des Vanneaulx had come 
uppn it while digging to see whether by chance there 
might be a second hoard beneath the first. The police 
iucceeded in finding out the man who supplied the steel, 
•tbe vice, and the key-file. This had been their first clue^ 
it put them on T ascheron's track, and finally they 
vrested him on the limits of the department in a wood 
wliere be was waiting for the diligence. An hour later, 
«Dd he would hâve been on his way to America. More* 
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over, in spite of the care with which the footprints had 
been erased in the trampled earth and on the muddy 
road, the rural policeman had found the marks of thin 
shoes, clear and unmistakable, in the soiL Tascheron't 
lodgings were searched, and a pair of pumps were found 
which exactly corresponded with the impress, a fatal 
coincidence which confirmed the curious observations of 
his landlady. 

Then the criminal investigation départaient saw 
another influence at work in the crime, and a second and 
perhaps a prime mover in the case. Tascheron must hâve 
had an accomplice, if only for the reason that it was 
impossible for one man to take away such a weight of 
coin. No man, however strong, could carry twcnty-five 
thousand francs in gold very fkr. If each of the pots 
had held so much, he must hâve made four journeys. 
Now, a singular accident determined the very hour 
when the deed was done. Jeanne Malassis, springing 
out of bed in terror at her master's shrieks, had ovei^ 
turned the table on which her watch lay (the one présent 
which the miser had made her in five years). The fidi 
had broken the mainspring, and stoppea the hands at two 
o'clock. 

In mid-March, the time of the murder, the sun r 
between five and six in the morning. So on the ny* 
pothesis traced out by the police and the department^ 
it was clearly impossible that Tascheron should hâve 
carried o(F the money unaided and alone, even for a 
short distance in the time. The évident pains which 
the man had taken to erase other footprints to the 
neglect of his own, also indicated an unknown assistant. 

Justice, driven to invent some reason for the crimq 
decided on a frantic passion for some woman, and as s |i 
was not to be found among the lower classes, forei 
sagacity looked higher. 

Could it be some woman of the bourgeoisie wh<k \ 
feeling sure of the discrétion of a lover of so puritanicai 
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a eut, had read with him the opening chapters of a 
romance which had ended in this ugly tragedy ? There 
were circumstances in the case which almost bore out 
this theory. The old man had been killed by blows 
from a spade. The murder, it seemed, was the resuit of 
chance» a sudden fortuitous development, and not a part 
of a deliberate plan. The two lovers might perhaps 
hâve concerted the theft, but not the second crime. 
Then Tascheron the lover and Pingret the miser had 
crossed each other's paths, and in the thick darkness of 
night two inexorable passions met on the same spot, both 
attracted thither by gold. 

Justice devised a new plan for obtaining light on thèse 

dark data. Jean-François had a ^vourite sister ; her they 

arrested and examined privately, hoping in this way to 

come by a knowledge of the mysteries of her brother's 

private life. Denise Tascheron denied ail knowledge of 

bis aflfairs ; prudence dictating a System of négative 

inswers which led her questioners to suspect that she 

really knew the reasons of the crime, Denise Tascheron, 

15 a matter of finct, knew nothing whatever about it, but 

br the rest of her days she was to be under a cloud in 

onsequence of her détention. 

The accused showed a spirit very unusual in a work- 

g man. He was too clever for the cleverest ^ sheep of 

e prisons ' with whom he came in contact — though he 

I not discover that he had to do with a spy. The 

mer intelligences among the magistracy saw in him a 

rderer through passion, not through necessity, like 

common herd of cri minais who pass by way of the 

y sessions and the hulks to a capital charge. He was 

wdly plied with questions put with this idea ; but the 

*s wonderful discrétion left the magistrates much 

e they were before. The romantic but plausible 

7 of a passion for a woman of higher rank, once 

ted, insidious questions were suddenly asked more 

nce ; but Jean-François's discrétion issued victoTV5>a^ 
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from ail the mental tortures which the ingenuity of 
examining magistrate could inflict. 

As a final expédient, Tascheron was told that tl 
person for whom he had committed the crime had be< 
discovered and arrested ; but his face underwent i 
change, he contented himself with the ironical reto] 
* I should be very glad to see that person I ' 

When thèse détails became known, there were plen 
of people who shared the magistrate's suspicions, co: 
firmed to ail appearance by the behaviour of the accuse 
who maintained the silence of a savage. An all-absorbii 
interest attached to a young man who had corne to be 
problem. Every one will understand how the publ 
curiosity was stimulated by thefactsof the case, and ho 
eagerly reports of the examination were foUowed j for 
spite of ail the probings of the police, the case for 
prosecution remained on the brink of a mystery, whu 
the authorities did not dare to penetrate, beset wi 
dangers as it was. In some cases a half-certainty is n 
enough for the magistracy. So it was hoped that tl 
buried truth would arise and corne to light at the gre 
day of the Assizes, an occasion when criminals fréquent 
lose their heads. 

It happened that M. Graslin was on the jury e 
pannelled for the occasion, and Véronique could not h 
hear through him or through M. de Granville the who 
story of a trial which kept Limousin, and indeed i 
France, in excitement for a fortnight. The behaviour 
the prisoner at the bar justified the romances founded ( 
the conjectures of justice which were current in tl 
town i more than once his eyes were turned searching 
on the bevv of women privilegcd to enjoy the spec 
of a sensational drama in real life. Every time that 
clear impénétrable gaze was turned on the ^shiona 
audience, it produced a flutter of consternation, so great 
did every woman fear lest she might seem to in 
tive eyes in the Court to be the prisooer's partner in g 
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The useless efforts of the criminal investigation 
départaient were then made public, and Limoges was 
informed of the précautions taken by the accused to 
ensure the complète success of his crime. 

Some months before that £ital night, Jean-François 
had procured a passport for North America. Clearly 
he had meant to leave France. Clearly, therefore, the 
woman in the case must be married ; for there was, of 
course, no object to be gained by elopin^ with a young 
girl. Perhaps it was a désire to maintain the fair 
unknown in luxury which had prompted the crime ; but, 
on the other hand, a search through the registers of the 
administration had discovered that no passport for that 
country had been made out in a woman's name. The 
police had even investigated the registers in Pari^ as well 
as those of the neighbouring préfectures, but fruitlessly. 

As the case proceeded, every least détail brought to 
light revealed profound forethought on the part of a 
man of no ordinary intelligence. While the most 
virtuous ladies of Limousin explained the sufficiently 
inexplicable use of evening shoes for a country excursion 
on muddy roads and heavy soil, by the plea that it was 
necessary to spy upon old Pingret ; the least coxcombically 
given ot men were delighted to point out how eminently 
a pair of thin pumps favoured noiseless-movements about 
a house, scaling Windows, and stealing along corridors. 

Evidently Jean-François Tascheron and his mistress, 
a young, romantic, and beautifol woman (for every one 
drew a superb portrait of the lady), had contemplated 
forgery, and the words * and wife ' were to be fiUed in 
after his name on the passport. 

Card-parties were broken up during thèse evenings by 
nudicious conjectures and comments. People began to 
cast about for the names of women who went to Paris 
during March 1829 ; or of others who might be supposed 
to hâve made préparations openly or secretly for flight. 
The trial suppUed Limoges with a second Fualdès case, 

B 
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with an unknown Mme. Manson by way of improve- 
ment on the first. Never, indeed, was any country 
town so puzzled as Limoges after the Court rose each 
day. People's very dreams turned on the trial. Every- 
thing that transpired raised the accused in their eyes } his 
answers, skilfully ti^rned over and over, expanded and 
edited, supplied a thème for endless argument. One of 
the jury asked, for instance, why Tascheron had taken a 
passport for America, to which the prisoner replied that 
he meant to open a porcelain factory there. In this way 
he screened his accomplice without quitting his Une of 
defence, and supplied conjecture with a plausible and 
sufficient motive for the crime in this ambition of his. 

In the thick of thèse disputes, it was impossible that 
Véronique's friends should not also try to account for 
Tascheron's close reserve. One evening she seemed 
better than usual. The doctor had prescribed exercise ; 
and that very morning Véronique, leaning on her mother's 
arm, had walked out as far as Mme. Sauviat's cottage, 
and rested there a while. When she came home agam, 
she tried to sit up until her husband returned, but Graslin 
was late, and did not come back from the Court till 
eight o'dock ; his wife waited on him at dinner after her 
custom, and in this way could not but hear the discus- 
sion between himself and his friends. 

* We should hâve known more about this if my poor 
fâther were still alive,' said Véronique, ^ or perhaps the 

man would not hâve committed the crime But I 

notice that you hâve ail of you taken one strange notion 
into your heads ! You will hâve it that there is a woman 
at the bottom of this business (as far as that goes I myself 
am of your opinion), but why do you think that she is a 
married woman ? Why cannot he hâve loved some girl 
whose father and mother refused to listen to him ? * 

^ Sooner or later a young girl might hâve been legiti* 
mately his,' returned M. de Granville. ^ Tascheron is 
not wanting in patience ; he would hâve had time to make 



The Country Parson 67 

an independence honestly ; he could hâve waited until the 
girl was old enough to marry without her parents' 
consent.' 

^ I did not know that such a marriage was possible/ 
said Mme. Graslin. ^ Then how is it that no one had 
the least suspicion of it, hère in a place where everybody 
knows the afiairs of everybody else, and sees ail that 
goes on in his neighbour's house ? Two people cannot 
rail in love without at any rate seeing each other or being 
seen of each other ! What do you lawyers think ? ' she 
continued, looking the avocat général full in the eyes. 

* We ail think that the woman must be the wife of 
some tradesman, a man in business.' 

^ I am of a totally opposite opinion,' said Mme. Graslin. 
^ That kind of woman has not sentiments sufficiently 
lofty,' a retort which drew ail eyes upon her. Every 
one waited for the explanation of the paradox. 

^ Ât night,' she said, ^ when I do not sleep, or when I 
lie in bed in the daytime, I cannot help thinking over 
this mysterious business, and I believe I can guess 
Tascheron's motives. Thèse are my reasons for thinking 
that it is a girl, and not a woman in the case. A married 
woman has other interests, if not other feelings; she 
has a divided heart in her, she cannot rise to the fiill 
height of the exaltation inspired by a love so passionate 
as this. She must never hâve borne a child if she is to 
conceive a love in which maternai instincts are blended 
with those which spring from désire. It is quite clear 
that some woman who wished to be a sustaining power 
to him has loved this man. That unknown woman 
must hâve brought to her love the genius which inspires 
artists and poets, ay, and women also, but in another 
form, for it is a woman's destiny to create, not things, 
but men. Our créations are our children, our children 
are our pictures, our books and statues. Are we not 
artists when we shape their Uves from the first ? So I 
am sure that if she is not a girl, she is not a mother ; I 
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would stake my head upon it. Lawyers should hâve a 
woman's instinct to apprehend the infinité subtle touches 
which continually escape them in so many cases. 

^ If I had been your substitute,' she continued, turning 
to M. de Granville, ^ we should hâve discovered the guilty 
woman, always supposing that she is guilty. I think^ 
with M. l'Abbé Dutheil, that the two lovers had pknnea 
to go to America, and to live there on poor Pingret^s 
money, as they had none of their own. The theft, of 
course, led to the murder, the usual fatal conséquence 
of the fear of détection and death. ^ And it would be 
worthy of you,' she added, with a suppliant glance at the 
young lawyer, ^ to withdraw the charge of malice afore- 
thought ; you would save the misérable man's life. He 
is so great in spite of his crime, that he would perhaps 
expiate his sins by some magnificent repentance. The 
Works of repentance should be taken into account in the 
délibérations of justice. In thèse days are there no 
better ways of atoning an offence than by the loss of 
a head, or by founding, as in olden times, a Mikn 
catbedral ? ' 

^Madame, your ideas are sublime,' returned the 
lawyer; ^but if the averment of malice afbrethought 
were withdrawn, Tascheron would still be tried for his 
life ; and it is a case of aggravated theft, it was com- 
mitted at night, the walls were scaled, the premises 
broken into—* 

^Then, do you think he will be condemnedf she 
asked, lowering her eyelids. 

^I do not doubt it. The prosecution bas the best 
ofit.* 

A light shudder ran through Mme. Graslin. Her 
dress rustled. 

< I feel cold,' she said. 

She took her mother's arm, and went to bed« 

^She is much better to-day,* said her friends. 

The next morning Véronique was at detth*s door» 
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She smiled at her doctor's surprise at finding her in an 
almost dying state. 

^Did I not tell you that the walk would do me no 
good ? ' she asked. 

Ever since the opening of the trial there had been no 
trace of either swagger or hypocrisy in Tascheron's 
attitude. The doctor, always with a view to diverting 
lus patient's mind, tried to explain this attitude out of 
which the counsel for the defence made capital for his 
client. The counsel's deverness, the doctor opined, had 
dazzled the accused, who imagined that he should escape 
the capital sentence. Now and then an expression 
crossed his face which spoke plainly of hopes of some 
coming happiness greater than mère acquittai or reprieve. 
The whole previous life of this man of twenty-three was 
such a flat contradiction to the deeds which brought it 
to a close that his champions put forward his behaviour 
as a conclusive argument. In fact, the dues spun by 
the police into a stout hypothesis fit to hang a man, 
dwindled so pitiably when woven into the romance of 
the defence, that the prisoner's counsel foi^ht for his 
dient's life with some prospect of success. To save him 
he shifted the ground of the combat, and fought the 
battle out on the question of malice aforethought. It was 
admitted, without préjudice, that the robbery had been 
planned beforehand, but contended that the double 
murder had been the resuit of an unexpected résistance 
in both cases. The issue looked doubtful ; neither side 
had made good their case. 

When the doctor went, the avocat général came in as 
usual to see Véronique before he went to the Court. 

^I hâve read the counsel's speeches yesterday,' she 
told him. ' To-day the other side will reply. I am so 
very much interested in the prisoner, that I should like 
him to be saved. Could you not forgo a triumph for 
once in your life ? Let tlMs counsel for the defence ^t^ 
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the dzy. Corne, make me a présent of this liiè, and— « 

perhaps — some day mine shall be yours There is a 

doubt after that fine speech of Tascheron's counsel ; 
well, then, why not ' 

*Your voice is quivering ' said the Vicomte, 

almost taken by surprise. 

^ Do you know why ? ' she asked. ^ My husband has 
just pointed out a coincidence — ^hideous for a sensitive 
nature like mine — a thing that is like to cause me my 
death. You will give the order for his head to fall just 
about the time when my child will be bom.' 

^Can I reform the Code?' asked the public prosecutor. 

* There, go ! You do not know how to love ! * she 
answered, and closed her eves. 

She lay back on her pillow, and dismissed the lawyer 
with an imperative gesture. 

M. Graslin pleaded hard, but in vain, for an acquittai, 
advancing an argument, first suggested to him by his 
wife, and taken up by two of his friends on the jury : 
^If we spare the man's life, the des Vanneaulx will 
recover Pingret's money.' This irrésistible argument 
told upon the jury, and divided them — ^seven for acquittai 
as against five. As they £uled to agrée, the Président 
and assessors were obliged to add their suffrages, and 
they were on the side of the minority. Jean-François 
Tascheron was fbund guilty of murder. 

When sentence was passed, Tascheron burst into a 
blind fury, natural enough in a man fîill of strength and 
life, but seldom seen in Court when it is an innocent 
man who is condemned. It seemed to every one who 
saw it that the drama was not brought to an end by the 
sentence. So obstinate a struggle (as often happens in 
such cases) gave rise to two diametrically opposite 
opinions as to the guilt of the central figure in it. Some 
saw oppressed innocence in him, others a criminal justly 
punished. The Libéral party felt it incumbent upon 
t/rem to believe in Tascheron's innocence; it was not 
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80 much conviction on their part as a désire to annoy 
those in office. 

^What?' cried they. ^Is a man to be condemned 
because his fbot happens to suit the size of a fbotmark ? 
— Because, forsooth, he was not at his lodgings at the 
time ? (As if any young fellow would not die sooner 
than compromise a woman !) — Because he borrowed 
tools and bought steel? — (for it has not been proved 
that he made the key). — Because some one finds a blue 
rag in a tree, where old Pingret very likely put it him- 
self to scare the sparrows, and it happens to match a 
slit made in the blouse ? — Take a man's life on such 
grounds as thèse! And, after ail, Jean-François has 
denied every charge, and the prosecudon did not produce 
any witness who had seen him commit the crime/ 

Then they fell to corroborating, amplifying, and para- 
phrasing the speeches made by the prisoner's counsel and 
his Une of defence. As for Pingret ; what was Pingret? 
A money-box which had been broken open ; so said the 
freethinkers. 

A few so-called Progressives, who did not recognise 
the sacred laws of property (which the Saint-Simonians 
had already attacked in the abstract région of Economical 
Theory), went fîirther still. 

^ Old Pingret,* said thèse, ^ was the prime author of the 
crime. The man was robbing his country by hoarding 
the gold. What a lot of businesses that idle capital might 
hâve fertilised ! He had thwarted industry ; he was 
properly punished/ 

As for the servant-girl, they were sorry for her ; and 
Denise, who had baffied the ingenuity of the lawyers, the 

frirl who never opened her mouth at the trial without 
ong pondering over what she meant to say, excited the 
f keenest interest. She became a figure comparable, in 
^ another sensé, with Jeanie Deans, whom she resembled 
in charm of character, modesty, in her religious nature 
and Personal comeliness. So François Tascheron still 
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continuée! to excite the curiosity not merely pf Limoges, 
but of the whole départaient. Some romantic women 
openly expressed their admiration of him. 

^ Ix there is a love for some woman above him at 
the bottom of ail this,' said thèse ladies, ' the man is cer- 
tainly no ordinary man. You will see that he will die 
bravely ! * 

Would he confess? Would he keep silence? Bets 
were taken on the question. Since that outburst of rage 
with which he received his doom (an outburst which 
might hâve had a fatal ending for several persons in 
court but for the intervention of the police), the 
criminal threatened violence indiscriminately to ail and 
sundry who came near him, and with the ferocity of a 
wild beast. The gaoler was obliged to put him in a strait 
waistcoat ; for if he was dangerous to others, he seemed 
quite as likely to attempt his own life. Tascheron's 
despair, thus restrained from ail overt acts of violence, 
found a vent in convulsive struggles which frightened 
the warders, and in language which, in the Middle 
Ages, would hâve been set down to demoniacal 
possession* 

He was so young that women were moved to pity that 
a life so fiUed with an all-engrossing love should be eut 
off. Quite recently, and as if written for the occasion, 
Victor Hugo's sombre elegy and vain plea for the 
abolition of the death*penalty (that support of the fabric 
of Society) had appeared, and Le Dernier jour i*un 
Condamné was the order of the day in ail conversations. 
Then finally, above the boards of the Assises, set, as it 
were, upon a pedestal, rose the invisible mysterious figure 
of a woman, standing there with her feet dipped in blood; 
condemned to sufFer heartrending anguish, yet outwardly i 
to live in unbroken household peace. At her every one i 
pointed the finger — and yet, diey almost admired that 
Limousin Medea with the inscrutible brow and the Â 
hestrt of steel in her white breast. Perhaps she dwelt in qi 
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the home of this one or that, and was the sister, cousin, 
wife, or daughter of such an one. What a horror in 
their midst ! It is in the domain of the Imagination, 
according to Napoléon, that the power of the Unknown 
is incalcmably great. 

As for the des Vanneaulx's hundred thousand francs, 
ail the efibrts of the police had not succeeded in recover- 
ing the money ; and the criminaFs continued silence was 
a strange defeat for the prosecution. M. de Granville 
(in the place of the public prosecutor then absent at the 
Çhamber of Deputies) tried the commonplace stratagem 
of inducing the condemned man to believe that the 
penalty might be commuted if a fuli confession were 
made. But the lawyer had scarcely showed himself 
before the prisoner greeted him with furious yells, and 
epileptic contortions, and eyes ablaze with anger and 
regret that he could not kill his enemy. Justice could 
omy hope that the Church might efFect something at 
the last moment. Â^in and again the des Vanneaulx 
applied to the Abbé Pascal, the prison chaplain. The 
Abbé Pascal was not déficient in the peculiar quality 
which gains a priest a hearing from a prisoner. In the 
name of religion, he braved Tascheron's transports of 
rage, and strove to utter a few words amidst the storms 
that convulsed that powerful nature. But the struggle 
between spiritual paternity and the tempest of uncon- 
trolled passions was too much for poor Abbé Pascal ; he 
retired from it defeated and worn out. 

^That is a man who has found his heaven hère on 
earth,* the old priest murmured softly to himself. 

Then little Mme. des Vanneaulx thought of approach- 
ing the criminal herself, and took counsei of her friends. 
The Sieur des Vanneaulx talked of compromise. Being 
it his wits' end, he even betook himself to M. de 
jranville, and suggested that he (M. de Granville) 
ild intercède with the King for his uncle's murderer 
r only, if only^ the murderer would hand over thosc 
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hundred thousand francs to the proper persons. The 
avocat général retorted that the King's Majesty would 
not stoop to haggle with criminals. Then the des 
Vanneaulx tried Tascheron's counsel, o£Fering him 
twenty per cent, on the total amount as an inducement 
to recover it for them. This lawyer was the one 
créature whom Tascheron could see without fl]ring into 
a fiiry ; him, therefore, the next-of-kin empowered to 
o£Fer ten per cent, to the murderer, to be paid over to 
the man's family. But in spite of the mutilations which 
thèse beavers were prepared to make in their héritage, 
in spite of the lawyer's éloquence, Tascheron continued 
obdurate. Then the des Vanneaulx, waxing wroth, 
anathematised the condemned man and called down 
curses upon his head. 

^ He is not only a murderer, he has no sensé of ' 
decency ! ' cried they, in ail seriousness, ignorant thoueb 
they were of the famous Plaint of Fualdès. The Abbe 
Pascal had totally feiled, the application for a reversai ol 
judgment seemed likelv to succeed no better, the man' 
would go to the guillotine, and then ail would be lost. ' 

^ What good will our money be to him where he isl 
going ? ' they wailed. ^ A murder you can understand, * 
but to steal a thing that is of no use ! The thing is 
inconceivable. What times we live in, to be sure, when 
people of quality take an interest in such a bandit ! He 
does not deserve it.' 

^ He has very little sensé of honour,' said Mme. < 
Vanneaulx. 

' Still, suppose that giving up the money should conv* 
promise his sweetheart ! ' suggested an old maid. 

'We would keep his secret,* cried the Sieur « 
Vanneaulx. 

' But then you would become accessories after the 
&ct,' obiected a lawyer. 

' Oh ! the scamp I ' This was the Sieur 
Vanneaulx's conclusion of the whole matter. 
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The des Vanneaulx's debates were reported with some 
amusement to Mme. Graslin by one of her circle, a very 
clever woman, a dreamer and idealist, for whom everything 
must be faultless. The speaker regretted the condemned 
man's fury ; she would hâve had him cold, calm, and 
dignified. 

' Do you not see,' said Véronique, 4hat he is thrusting 
temptauon aside and baffiing their e£Forts. He is deliber- 
ately acting like a wild beast.' 

' BesideSj' objected the Parisienne in exile, ^ he is not a 
gentleman, he is only a common man.' 

^ If he had been a gentleman, it would bave been ail 
>ver with that unknown woman long ago,' Mme. 
3raslin answered. 

Thèse events, twisted and tortured in drawing-rooms 
and family drcles, made to bear endless constructions, 
picked to pièces by the most expert tongues in the town, 
ail contributed to invest the criminal with a painful 
interest, when, two months later, the appeal for mercy 
was rejected by the Suprême Court. How would he 
bear himself in his last moments ? He had boasted that 
he would make so desperate a iight for his life that it 
was impossible that he should lose it. Would he 
confess ? — Would his conduct belle his language ? — 
Which side would win their wagers ? — ^Âre you going 
to be there ? — Are you not going? — How are we to go ? 
As a matter of fact, the distance from the prison of 
Limoges to the place of exécution is very short, sparing 
the dreadfîil ordeal of a long transit to the prisoner, but 
also limiting the number of ^hionable spectators. The 
prison is in the same building as the Palais de Justice, 
[tt the corner of the Rue du Palais and the Rue du Pont- 

[érisson. The Rue du Palais is the direct continuation 

' the short Rue de Monte-à-Regret which leads to the 
'lace d'Aine or des Arènes, where exécutions take place 

lence, of course, its name). The way, as bas been said, 

very short, consequently there are not many houses. 
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along it, and but few Windows. What persons of fashion 
would care to mingle with the crowd in the square on 
such an occasion ? 

But the exécution expected from day to day was day 
after day put oiF, to the great astonishment of the town, 
and for the foUowing reasons. The pious résignation of 
the greatest scoundrels on their way to death is a triumph 
reserved for the Church, and a spectacle which seldom 
hïls to impress the crowd. Setting the interests ai 
Christianity totally aside (although this is a principle 
never lost sight of by the Church), the condemned man^ 
repen tance is too strong a testimony to the power of 
religion for the clergy not to feel that a fàilure on thèse 
conspicuous occasions is a heartbreaking misfortune. 
This feeling was aggravated in 1829, ^^^ party spirit ran 
high and poisoned everything, however small, which had 
any bearing on politics. The Libérais were in high glee 
at the prospect of a public coUapse of the ^priestly party/ 
an epithet invented by Montlosier, a Royalist who weit 
over to the Constitutionals and was carried by his new 
associâtes further than he intended. A party, in iti 
corporate capacity, is guilty of disgracefiil actions whi< 
in an individual would be in&mous, and so it happeu 
that when one man stands out conspicuous as the expr . 
sion and incarnation of that party, in the eyes of tnef 
crowd he is apt to become a Robespierre, a Jud| 
JeiFreys, a Laubardemont — a sort of altar of expiad 
to which others equally guilty attach ex votos in secret* 

There was an understanding between the episco 
authorities and the police authorities, and still the exe< || 
tion was put ofF, partly to secure a triumph for religi< 
but quite as much for another reason — by the aid 
religion justice hoped to arrive at the truth. The p( 
of the public prosecutor, however, had its limits ; 90 
or later the sentence must be carried out ; and the vei 
Libérais who insisted, for the sake of opposition, 
Tascheron's innocence, and had tried to upset the « 

f 
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now began to gnimble at the delay. Opposition, when 
systematic, is apt to fidl into inconsistencies ; for the 
point in question is not to be in the right, b^t to hâve 
a stone always ready to sling at authority. So towards 
the beginning of August, the hand of authority was 
fbrced by the damour (often a chance sound echoed by 
empty heads) called public opinion. The exécution was 
announced. 

In this extremity the Abbé Dutheil took it upon him- 

fclf to suggest a last resource to the bishop. One resuit 

!>f the success of this pian will be the introduction of 

inother actor in the judicial drania, the extraordinary 

)ersonage who forms a connecting-link between the 

lifferent groups in it ; the greatest of ail the figures in 

this Schie ; the guide who should hereafter bring Mme. 

Graslin on a stage where her virtues were to shine forth 

with the brightest lustre; where she would exhibit a 

great and noble charity, and act the part of a Christian 

and a ministering angel. 

The Bishop's palace at Limoges stands on the hillside 
above the Vienne. The gardens, laid out in terraces 
sopported by solidly built walls, crowned by balustrades, 
descend stepwise, following the fall of the land to the 
river. The sloping ridge rises high enough to give the 
tpectator on the opposite bank the impression that the 
Faubourg Saint-Étienne nestles at the foot of the lowest 
tenace of the Bishop's garden. Thence, as you walk in 
one direction, you look out across the river, and in the 
other along its course through the broad fertile land- 
icape. ^^en the Vienne bas flowed westwards past 
palace gardens, it takes a sudden turn towards 
rim<^es, skirting the Faubourg Saint-Martial in a 
:eml curve. A little fiirther, and beyond the suburb, 
It passes a charming country house called the Cluzeau. 
"ou can catch a glimpse of the walls from the nearest 
It of the nearest terrace, a trick of the perspective 
iting them with the church towers of the %>iVink^ 
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Opposite the Cluzeau lies the island in the river, with 
its indented shores, its thick growing poplars and forest- 
trees, the island which Véronique in her girlhood called 
the Isle of France. Eastwards, the low hills shut in the 
horizon like the walls of an amphithéâtre. 

The charm of the situation and the rich simplicity of 
the architecture of the palace mark it out among the 
other buildings of a town not conspicuously happy in the 
choice or employment of its building materials. The 
view from the gardens, which attracts travellers in seard 
of the picturesque, had long been familiar to the Abbi 
Dutheil. He had brought M. de Grancour with hi» 
this evening, and went down from terrace to ter: é 
taking no heed of the sunset shedding its crimson a 
orange and purple over the balustrades along the step 
the houses on the suburb, and the waters of the riv 
He was looking for the Bishop, who at that moment 
under the vines in a corner of the furthest terrace, tak 
his dessert, and enjoying the charms of the evening 
his ease. \ ii 

The long shadows cast by the poplars on the is 11 
fell like a 4)ar across the river ; the sunlight lit up tne 
topmost crests, yellowed somewhat already, and turi 
the leaves to gold. The glow of the sunset, différent 
reflected from the différent masses of green, composed 
glorious harmony of subdued and softened colour. A| 
^int evening breeze stirring in the depths of the valh 
ruffied the surface of the Vienne into a broad sheet 
golden ripples that brought out in contrast ail the so 
hues of the roo6 in the Faubourg Saint-Étienne. 1 
church towers and house-tops of the Faubourg Sai 
Martial were blended in the sunlight with the vi 
stems of the trellis. The faint hum of the count 
town, half hidden in the re-entering curve of the n\ 
the softness of the air, — ail sights and sounds c 
to steep the prelate in the calm recommended ter 
digestion by the authors of every treatise on that t 
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nsdously the Bishop fixed his eyes on the right 
of the river, on a spot where the lengthenmg 
ws of the poplars in the island had reached the 
by the Faubourg Saint-Étienne, and darkened the 
of the garden close to the scène of the double 
^r of old ringret and the servant; and just as his 

felicity of the moment was troubled by the 
dties which his vicars-general recalled to his 
ection, the Bishop's expression grew inscrutable 
ason of many thoughts. The two subordinates 
uted his absence of mind to ennui; but, on the 
iry, the Bishop had just discovered in the sands of 
ienne the key to the puzzle, the due which the 
anneaulx and the police were seeking in vain, 
[y lord,' began the Abbe de Grancour, as he came 
the Bishop, ' everything has failed ; we shall hâve 
orrow of seeing that unhappy Tascheron die in 
il sin. He will bellow the most awfîd blasphemies; 
11 heap insults on poor Abbé Pascal ; he will spit 
e crucifix, and deny everything, even hell-fire.' 
!e will frighten the people,' said the Abbé Dutheil. 
: very scandai and horror of it will cover our defeat 
»ur inability to prevent it. So, as I was saying to 
5 Grancour as we came, may this scène drive more 
Dne sinner back to the bosom of the Church.' 
i words seemed to trouble the Bishop, who laid 

the bunch of grapes which he was stripping on 
able, wiped his fingers^ and signed to his two 
-gênerai to be seated. 

he Abbé Pascal has managed badly,' said he at last. 
!e is quite ill after the last scène with the prisoner,' 
the Abbé de Grancour. ^ If he had been well 
;h to come, we should bave brought him with us 
3lain the difficulties which put ail the efforts which 
lordship might command out of our power.' 
he condemned man begins to sing obscène songs at 
vp of his voice when he sees one of u& \ ^i^t v^s^i^ 
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drowns every word as soon as you try to make yoi 
heard,' said a young priest who was sitting besidc 
Bishop. 

The young speaker leant his right elbow on the t 
his white hand drooped carelessly over the bunch 
grapes as he selected the reddest berries, with the 2 
beîng perfectly at home. He had a charming face, 
seemed to be either a table-companion or a fiaivourite 
the Bishop, and was in hct a fevourite and the prel 
table-KX)mpanion. As the younger brother of the fi 
de Rastignac he was connected with the Bisho 
Limoges by the ties of family relationship and affec 
Considérations of fortune had induced the young nu 
enter the Church ; and the Bishop, aware of this, 
taken his young relative as his private secretary 
such time as advancement might befall him ; for 
Abbé Gabriel bore a name which predestined him t< 
highest dignities of the Church. 

' Then hâve you been to see him, my son ? ' a 
the Bishop. 

^ Yes, my lord. As soon as I appeared, the miseï 
man poured out a torrent of the most disgusting lang 
against you and me; his behaviour made it imp( 
for a priest to stay with him. Will you permit 
ofFer you a pièce of advice, my lord ? * 

^ Let us hear the wisdom which God sometimes 
into the mouth of babes,' said the Bishop. 

' Did he not cause Balaam's ass to speak ?' the y< 
Abbé de Rastignac retorted quickly. 

' According to some commentators, the ass was 
very well aware of what she was saying,' the . 
answered, laughing. 

Both the vicars-general smiled. In the first p 
was the Bishop's joke ; and in the second, it guu 
lightly on this young Abbé, of whom ail the dignit 
and ambitious churchmen grouped about the Bishop ^ 
envious. 
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^ My advice would be to beg M. de Granville to put 
dAF the exécution for a fbw days yet. If the condemned 
nan knew that he owed those days of grâce to our inter- 
:ession, he would perhaps make some show of listening 
:o us, and if he listens * 

' He will persist in his conduct when he sees what 
:omes of it/ said the Bishop, interrupting his favourite. 
— ^ Gentlemen/ he resumed after a moment's pause^ ^ is 
:he town acquainted with thèse détails ? ' 

' Where will you find the house where they are not 
liscussed?' answered the Abbé de Grancour. 'The 
:ondition of our good Abbé Pascal since his last interview 

matter of common talk at this moment.' 

'When is Tascheron to be execUted ?' asked the Bishop. 

'To-morrow. It is market day/ replied M. de 
Srancour. 

' Gentlemen, religion must not be vanquished/ cried 
:he Bishop. 'The more attention is attracted to this 
iffidr, the more determined am I to secure a signal 
triumph. The Church is passing through a difficult 
::risis. Miracles are called for hère among an industrial 
population, where sédition has spread itself and taken 
root fkr and wide ; where religions and monarchical 

xtrines are regarded with a cridcal spirit; where 
tiothing is respected by a System of anâlysis derived 
from Protestantism by the so-called Liberalism of to- 
day, which is free to take another name to-morrow. 
Go to M. de Granville, gentlemen, he is with us heart 
uid soûl ; tell him that we ask for a few days' respite. I 
will go to see the unhappy man.' 

' You, my lord ! ' criod the Abbé de Rastignac. ' Will 
not too much be compromised if you fail ? You should 
only go when success is assured.' 

' If my Lord Bishop will permit me to give my 
opinion,' said the Abbe Dutheil, 'I think that I can 
luggest a means of securing the triumph of religion 
under thèse melancholy circumstances.' 

F 
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The Bishop's response was a somewhat cool sigr 
assent, which showed how low his vicar-generaPs en 
stood with him. 

' If any one has any ascendency over this rebelli 
soûl, and may bring it to God, it is M. Bonnet, the c 
of the village where the man was born,' the A 
Dutheil went on. 

^ One of your protégés,' remarked the Bishop. 

^ My lord, M. Bonnet is one of those who recomm 
themselves by their militant virtues and evangel 
labours/ 

This answer, so modest and simple, was received \ 
a silence which would hâve disconcerted any one 
the Abbé Dutheil. He had alluded to merits which 
been overlooked, and the three who heard him chi 
regard the words as one of the meek sarcasms, ne 
put, impossible to resent, in which churchmen ex 
accustomed as they are by their training to say 
thing they mean without transgressing the severe r 
laid down for them in the least particular. But it 
nothing of the kind ; the Abbé never thought of hin 
Then — 

^ I bave heard of Saint Aristides for too lonç,' 
Bishop made answer, smiling. ^ If I were to leave his 1: 
under a bushel, it would be injustice or préjudice on 
part. Your Libérais cry up your M. Bonnet as ii 
were one of themselves ; I mean to see this rural apc 
and judge for myself. Go to the public prosecutor, ger 
men, and ask him in my name for a respite ; I will awaii 
answer before despatching our well-beloved Abbé Gai 
to Montégnac to fetch the holy man for us. We 
put his Béatitude in the way of working a miracle • 

The Abbé Dutheil ilushed red at thèse words l 
the prelate-noble, but he chose to disregard any si: 
that they might contain for him. Both vicars-gen 
silently took their leave, and lefit the Bishop alone i 
his young friend. 
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^The secrets of the confessional which we require lie 
buried there, no doubt,' said the Bishop, pointinç to the 
shadows of the poplars where they reached a lonely house 
half-way between the island and the Faubourg Saint- 
Edenne* 

^ So I hâve always thought,' Gabriel answered. ^ I am 
not a judge, and I do not care to play the spy ; but if I 
had been the examining magistrate, I should know the 
name of the woman who is trembling now at every 
Sound, at every word that is uttered, compelled ail the 
while to wear a smooth, unclouded brow under pain of 
accompan)ring the condemned man to his death. Yet she 
has nothing to fear. I hâve seen the man — he will carry 
the secret of his passionate love to his grave.' 

^ Craf^ young man ! ' said the Bishop, pinching his 
secretary s ear, as he pointed out a spot between the 
island in the river and the Faubourg Saint-Étienne, lit 
up by a last red ray from the sunset. The young 
priest's eyes had been fixed on it as he spoke. ^Justice 
ought to hâve searched there ; is it not so ? ' 

' I went to see the criminal to try the efFect of my 
guess upon him ; but he is watched by spies, and if I had 
spoken audibly, I might hâve compromised the woman 
for whom he is dying/ 

' Let us keep silence,' said the Bishop. ^ We are not 
concemed with man's justice. One head will fall, and 
that is enough. Besides, sooner or later, the secret will 
retum to the Church.' 

The perspicacity of the priest, fostered by the habit ot 
méditation, is far keener than the insight of the lawyer 
;and the détective. After ail the preliminary investiga- 
tions, after the leigal inquiry, and the trial at the Assizes, 
the Bishop and his secretary, looking down from the 
hdght of the terrace, had in truth, by dint of contempla- 
tiofi, succeeded in discovering détails as yet unknown. 

M. de Granville was playing his evening game of 
whist in Mme. Graslin's house, and his visiton ^tx^ 



84 The Country Parson 

obliged 10 wait for his return. It was near midnigh 
before his décision was known at the palace, and by tw< 
o'clock in the morning the Abbé Gabriel started out fo 
Montégnac in the Bishop's own travelling carriage, Icn 
to him for the occasion. The place is about nine leagu 
distant from Limoges ; it lies under the mountains of t 
Corrèze, in that part of Limousin which borders on t 
department of the Creuse. Ail Limoges, when tni 
Abbé left it, was in a ferment of excitement over th* 
exécution promised for this day, an expectation destinei 
to be balked once more. 



m 

THE CURÉ OF MONTÉGNAC 

In priests and fanatics there is a certain tendency t( 
insist upon the very utmost to which they are legall] 
entitled where their interests are concerned. Is this 2 
resuit of poverty ? Is an egoism which favours the develop- 
ment of greed one of the conséquences of isolation up 
a man's character? Or are shrewd business haUts, 
well as parsîmony, acquired by a course of managemen 
of charitable funds ? Each tempérament suggests i 
différent explanation, but the fact remains the 8am< 
whether it lurks (as not seldom happens) beneath urban< 
good-humour, or (and equally often) is openly manifested 
and the difficulty of putdng the hand in the pocket h 
evidently increasingly felt on a journey. 

Gabriel de Rastignac, the prettiest young gentlemar 
who had bowed his head before the altar of the taber* 
nacle for some time, only gave thirty sous to th< 
postulions, and travelled slowly accordingly. The pofr 
tillion tribe drive with ail due respect a bishop who d i 
but pay twice the amount demanded of ordinary mor 
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but, at the same rime, they are carefiii not to damage 
the episcopal équipage, for fear of getting themselves into 
trouUe. The Abbé, travelling alone for the first rime 
in his life, spoke mildly at each relay — 

' Just drive on a little faster, can't you.' 

^ You can't get the whip to work without a httle palm 
oil,' an old postillicm replied, and the young Abbé, much 
m3rsrified, fell back in a corner of the carnage. He 
amused himself by watching the landscape through 
which they were travelling, and walked up a hill now 
and again on the winding road from Bordeaux to Lyon. 

Five leagues beyond Limoges the country changes. 
You hâve left behind the charming low hills about the 
Vienne and the fatr meadow slopes of Limousin, which 
somerimes (and this parricularly about Saint-Léonard) 
put you in mind of SwitzerUnd. You find yourself 
in a wilder and sterner district. Wide moors, vast 
steppes without grass or herds of horses, stretch away to 
the mountains of the Corrèze on the horizon. The far- 
off hills do not tower above the plain, a grandly rent 
wall of rock like the Alps in the south ; you look in vain 
for the desolate peaks and glowing gorges of the Apen- 
nine, or for the majesty of the ryrenees — ^the curving 
wave-like swell of the hills of the Corrèze bears witness 
to their origin, to the peaceful slow subsidence of the 
waters which once overwhelmed this country. 

Thèse undularions, characteristic of this, and, indeed, 
of most of the hill districts of France, hâve perhaps con- 
tributed quite as much as the climate to gain for the 

1 its ride of ^ the kindly,' which Europe has confirmed. 
out it is a dreary transition country which séparâtes 
Limousin from the provinces of Marche and Auvergne. 
In the mind of the poet and thinker who crosses it, it 
calk up visions of the Infinité (a terrible thought for 
certain soûls) ; a woman looking out on its monotonous 
sameness is driven to muse ; and to those who must 
dwell with the wilderness, nature shows herself stubborn. 
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peevish, and barren ; 'tis a churlish soil that covers thèse 
wide grey plains. 

Only the neighbourhood of a great capital can work 
such a miracle as transformed Brie during the last two 
centuries. Hère there is no large settlement which 
sometimes puts life into the waste lands which the agri- 
cultural economist regards as blanks in création, spots 
where civilisation groans aghast, and the tourist finds no 
inns and a total absence of that picturesque in which he 
delights. 

But to lofty spirits the moors, the shadows needed in the 
vast picture of nature, are not repellent. In our own day, 
Fenimore Cooper, owner of so melancholy a talent, bas 
set forth the mysterious charm of great solitudes magni- 
ficently in The Prairie. But the wastes shunned by 
every form of plant life, the barren soil covered with 
loose stones and water-borne pebbles, the ^ bad lands ' of 
the earth — are so many challenges to civilisation. France 
must face her difficulties and find a solution for them, as 
the British are doing ; their patient heroism is tuming 
the most barren heather land in Scotland into productive 
farms. Left to their primitive désolation, thèse iàllows 
produce a crop of discouragement, of idleness, of poor' 
physique from insufficient food, and crime, whenever 
want grows too clamorous. In thèse few words, you 
hâve the past history of Montégnac. 

What is there to be done when a waste on so vast t 
scale is neglected by the administration, deserted by the 
nobles, execrated by workers? Its inhabitants déclare 
war against a social s]rstem which refuses to do its duty^ 
and so it was in former times with the folk of 
Montégnac They lived, like Highlanders, by murder 
and rapine. At si^ht of that country a thoughtfiil 
observer could readily imagine how that only twenty 
years ago the people of the village were at war witb 
Society at large. 

The wide plateau, eut away on one side by thf 
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Vienne, on another by the lovely valleys of Marche, 
bounded by Auvergne to the east, and shut in by the 
mountains of the Corrèze on the south, is very much 
like (agriculture apart) the uplands of Beauce, which 
separate the basin of the Loire from the basin of the 
Seine, or the plateaux of Touraine or of Berri, or many 
others of thèse facets, as it were, on the surface of France, 
so numerous that they demand the carefui attention of 
the greatest administrators. 

It is an unheard-of thing that while people corn- 
plain that the masses are discontented with their condi- 
tion, and constantly aspiring towards social élévation, a 
government cannot find a remedy for this in a country 
like France, where statistics show that there are millions 
of acres of land lying idle, and in some cases (as in Berri) 
covered with leaf mould seven or eight feet thick ! A 
good deal of this land which should support whole 
villages, and jrield a magnificent return to cultivation, is 
the property of pig-headed communes which refuse to 
sell to speculators because, forsooth, they wish to préserve 
the right of grazing some hundred cows upon it. Im- 
potence is writ large over ail thèse lands without a purpose. 
Yet every bit of land will grow some spécial thing, and 
neither arms nor wili to work are lacking, but adminis- 
trative ability and conscience. 

Hitherto the upland districts of France hâve been 
sacrificed to the valleys. The Government bas given 
its fostering protection to districts well able to take care 
of themselves. But most of thèse unlucky wastes bave 
no water supply, the first requisite for cultivation. The 
mists which might fertilise the grey dead soil by 
depositing their oxides are swept across them by the 
wind. There are no trees to arrest the clouds and 
suck up their nourishing moisture. A few plantations 
hère and there would be a godsend in such places. 
The poor folk who live in thèse wilds, at a practically 
.impossible distance from the nearest large town, are 
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without a market for their produce — if they hâve any. 
Scattered about on the edges of a forest left to nature, 
they pick up their firewood and eke out a precarious 
existence by poaching; in the winter starvatioa starei 
them in the face. They hâve not capital enough to 
grow wheat, for so poor are they that ploughs and cattle 
are beyond their means , and they live on chestnuts. If 

Sou hâve wandered through some Natural Historj 
luseum and felt the indescribable dépression which 
cornes on after a prolonged study of the unvarying brown 
hues of the European spécimens, you will perhaps under- 
stand how the perpétuai contempmtion of the grey plains 
must affect the moral conditions of the people who live 
face to face with such disheartening sterility. . There is 
no shadow, nor contrast, nor coolness ; no sight to stir 
associations which gladden the mind. One could hail a 
stunted crab-tree there as a ftiend. 

The high road forked at length, and a cross road 
branched off towards the village a few leagues distant. 
Montégnac lying (as its name indicates) at the foot of a 
ridge of hiU isthe chief village of a canton on the bordera 
of Haute- Vienne. The hiUside above belongs to the 
township which encircles hill country and plain ; indeed, 
the commune is a miniature Scotland, and has its High- 
lands and its Lowlands. Only a league away, at the back 
of the hill which shelters the township, rises the first 
peak of the chain of the Corrèze, and ail the country 
between is filled by the great Forest of Montésnac, 
crowning the slope above the village, covering the little 
valleys and bleak undulating land (left bare in patches 
hère and there], climbing the peak itself, stretching away 
to the north in a long narrow strip which ends abrupdv in 
a point on a steep bank above the Aubusson road. That 
bit of steep bank rises above a deep hollow through which 
the high road runs from Lyons to Bordeaux. Many a 
time coaches and ibot-passengers hâve been stopped in the 
darkest part of the dangerous ravine; and the robberies- 
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nearly always went without punishment. The situation 
favoured the highwaymen, who escaped by paths well 
known to them into their forest fastnesses. In such a 
Gountry the investigations of justice find little trace. 
People accordingly shunned that route. 

Without trafic neither commerce nor industry can 
exist ; the exchange of inteUectual and material wealth 
becomes impossible. The visible wonders of civilisation 
are in ail cases the resuit of the application of ideas as old 
as man. A thought in the mind of man — that is from 
âge to âge the starting-point and the goal of ail our 
civilisation. The history of Montégnac is a proof of 
this axiom of social science. When the administration 
ibund itself in a position to consider the pressing practical 
needs of the country, the strip of forest was felled, gen- 
darmes were posted to accompany the diligence through 
, the two stages ; but, to the shame of the gendarmerie 
• be it said, it was not the sword but a voice, not Corporal 
Chervin but Parson Bonnet, who won the battle of 
.civilisation by reforming the lives of the people. The 
'curé, seized with pity and compassion for those poor 
soulsi tried to regenerate them, and persevered till he 
gaîned his end. 

After another houPs joumey across the plains where 

flints succeeded to dust, and dust to flints, and flocks of 

partridges abode in peace, rising at the approach of the 

carriage with a heavy whirring sound of their wings, the 

Abbé Gabriel, like most other travellers who pass that 

way, hailed the sight of the roofs of the township with a 

certain pleasure. As you enter Montégnac you are 

confronted by one of the queer post-houses, not to be 

found out of France. The signboard, nailed up with 

four nails above a sorry empty stable, is a rough oaken plank 

' on which a prétentions postillion has carved an inscrip- 

-.tk>n, darkening the letters with ink : Pauste chevos it 

lluns. The door is nearly always wide open. The 

resbold it a plank set up edgewise in the earth to keei$ 
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the raîn-water out of the stable, the floor being below 
thc levçl of the road outside. Withîn, the traveller sees 
to his sorrow the harness, worn, mildewed, mended with 
string, ready to give way at the first tug. The horses 
are probably not to be seen ; they are at work on the 
land, or out at grass, anywhere and everywhere but in ; 
the stable. If by any chance they are within, they arc 
feeding. If the horses are ready, the postillion has gom 
to see his aunt or his cousin, or gone to sleep, or he is 
getting in his hay. Nobody knows where he is ; you 
must wait while somebody goes to find him. He does 
not stir until he has a mind; and when he cornes, it takes 
him an eternity to find his waistcoat or his whip, or to 
rub down his cattle. The buxom dame in the doorstep 
fidgets about even more restlessly than the traveller, 
and fbrestalls any outburst on his part by bestirring her- 
self a good deal more quickly than the horses. She 
personates the post-mistress whose husband is out in the 
fields. 

It was in such a stable as this that the Bishop's 
fàvourite left his travelling carriage. The walls looked 
like maps ; the thatched roof, as gay with flowers as a 
garden bed, bent under the weight of its growing house* 
leeks. He asked the woman of the place to hâve every-* 
thing in readiness for his departure in an hour's time, 
and inquired his way to the parsonage of her. The good 
woman pointed out a narrow alley between two houses. 
That was the way to the church, she said, and he would 
find the parsonage hard by. 

While the Abbé climbed the steep path paved with 
cobble-stones between the hedgerows on either side, the 
post-mistress fell to questioning the post-boy. Every 
post-boy along the road from Limoges had passed on to 
his brother whip the surmises of the first postillion 
concerning the Bishop's intentions. So while Limogeé 
was turning out of bed and talking of the exécution of 
oJd Pingret's murderer, the country folk ail along the 
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road were spreading the news of the pardon procured by 
the Bishop for the innocent prisoner, and prattling of 
supposed miscarriages of justice, insomuch, that when 
Jean-François came to the scaffbld at a later day, he was 
iike to be regarded as a martyr. 

The Abbé Gabriel went some few paces along the 
footpath, red with autunm leaves, dark with blackberries 
and sloes; then he turned and stood, acting on the 
instinct which prompts us to make a survey of any 
strange place, an instinct which we share with the horse 
and dog. The reason of the choice of the site of 
Montégnac was apparent; several streams broke out 
of the hillside, and a small river flowed along by the 
departmental road which leads from the township to the 
préfecture. Like the rest of the villages in this plateau, 
Montégnac is built of blocks of day, dried in the sun ; if a 
fire broke out in a cottage, it is possible that it might find 
it earth and leave it brick. The roo6 are of thatch ; 
altogether, it was a poor-looking place that the Bishop's 
messenger saw. Below Montégnac lay fields of rye, 
potatoes, and turnips, land won from the plain. In the 
meadows on the lowest slope of the hillside, watered by 
artificial channels, were some of the celebrated breed of 
Limousin horses ; a legacy (so it is said] of the Arab 
invaders of France, who crossed the Pyrénées to meet 
death from the battle-axes of Charles Martel's Franks, 
between Poitiers and Tours. Up above on the heights the 
soil looked parched. Now and again the reddish scorched 
surface, burnt bare by the sun, indicated the arid soil 
which the chestnuts love. The water, thriftily distribu* 
ted along the irrigation channels, was only sufficient to 
keep the meadows fresh and green ; on thèse hillsides 
grows the fine short grass, the délicate sweet pasture 
that builds you up a breed of horses délicate and im- 
patient of control, fiery, but not possessed of much staying- 
power ; unexcelled in their native district, but apt to 
change their character when they change their country. 
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Some young mulberry trees indicated an intention a 
growing silk. Like most villages, Montégnac couli 
only boast a single street, to wit, the road that rai 
through it ; but there was an Upper and Lower Mon- 
tégnac on either side of it, each eut in two bv a littk 
pathway running at right angles to the road. The hili- 
side below a row of houses on the ridge was gay witii 
terraeed gardens which rose from a level of several fed 
above the road, necessitating flights of steps, sometim 
of earth, sometimes paved with cobble-stones. A fi 
old women, hère and there, who sat spinning or looldng 
after the children, put some human interest into the 
picture, and kept up a conversation between Upper anc 
Lower Montégnac by talking to each other across the 
road, usually quiet enough. In this way news travellec 
pretty quickly from one end of the township to the other. 
The gardens were fuU of fruit-trees, cabbages, oniona 
and pot herbs; beehives stood in rows along thi 
terraces. 

A second parallel row of cottages lay below the road 
their gardens sloping down towards the little riva 
which flowed through fields of thick-growing hemp, t 
fruit-trees which love damp places marking it8 cou 
A few cottages, the post-house among them, nestled 
a hoUow, a situation well adapted for the weavers 
lived in them, and almost every house was overshad< m 
by the walnut-trees, which flourish best in heavy 
At the further end of Montégnac, and on the same u 
of the road, stood a house larger and more carefuliy Ke 
than the rest ; it was the lar^est of a group equally neaj 
in appearance, a little hamlet in fact separated fro 
the township by its gardens, and known then, as tx> 
day, by the name of ' Tascherons'.' The commi 
was not much in itself, but some thirty outly 
farms belonged to it. In the valley, several ^water- 
lanes ' like those in Berri and Marche marked out t 
course of the little streams with green fringes. Ti 
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commune looked like a green ship in the midst of 
sea. 

^never a houscL a (àrm, a village, or a district 
from a deploraUfe state to a more satisfactorjr con- 
of things, though as yet scarcely to be called 
rly prosperous, the life there seems so much a 
of course, so natural, that at first sight a spectator 
irer guess how much toil went to the founding of 
3t extraordinary prosperity; what an amount of 
vast in proportion to the strength that undertook 
at heroic persistence lies there buried and out of 
effort and persistence without which the visible 
s could not hâve taken place. So the young 
saw nothing unusual in the pleasant view before 
s; he little knew what that country had been 
M. Bonnet came to it. 

turned and went a few paces further up the path, 
on came in sight of the church and parsonage, 
six hundred feet above the gardens of Upper 
gnac. Both buildings, when first seen in the 
e, were hard to distinguish among the ivy-covered 
ruins of the old Castle of Montégnac, a strong- 
f the Navarreins in the twelfth century. The 
ige bouse had every appearance of being built in 
;t instance for a steward or head gamekeeper. It 
it the end of a broad terrace planted with lime- 
uid overlooked the whole country-side. The 

I of time bore witness to the antiquity of the 
of steps and the walls which supported the terrace, 
nés had been forced out of place by the constant 
eptible thrusting of plant life in the crevices, 
dl grasses and wild flowers had taken root among 

Every step was covered with a dark-green carpet 
close moss. The masonry, solid though it was, 

II of rifts and cracks, wbere wild plants of the 
y and camomile tribe were growing ; the maiden- 
rn tprang from the loopholet in tUck masses ^^ 



94 The Country Parson 

shaded green. The whole face of the wall, in fiict, 
hung with the finest and fairest tapestry, damasked \ 
bracken fronds, purple snap-dragons with their gol 
«tamens, blue borage, and brown fern and moss, till 
stone itself was only seen by glimpses hère and ti 
through its moist, cool covering. 

Up above, upon the terrace, the clipped box bor* 
formed geometrical patterns in a pleasure garden frai 
by the parsonage house, and behind the parsonage 
the crags, a pale background of rock, on which a 
drooping, feathery trees struggled to hve. 
ruins of the castle towered above the house and 
church. 

The parsonage itself, built of flints and mortar, boa 
a single story and garrets above, apparently empty, to ju 
by the dilapidated Windows in either gable under the hi 
pitched roof. A couple of rooms on the ground fl 
separated by a passage with a wooden staircase at 
further end of it, two more rooms on the second fl 
and a little lean-to kitchen built against the side of 
house in the yard, where a stable and coach-house 
perfectly empty, useless, abandoned — this was ail. 
kitchen garden lay between the house and the chur 
a ruinous covered passage led from the parsonage to 
sacristy. 

The young Abbé's eyes wandered over the place, 
noted the four Windows with their leaded panes, 
brown moss-grown walls, the rough wooden door, so 
of splits and cracks that it looked like a bundlc 
matches, and the adorable quaintness of it ail by 
means took his fancy. The grâce of the plant life wl 
covered the roofs, the wild climbing flowers that spi 
from the rotting wooden sills and cracks in the 
the trails and tendrils of the vines, covered with 
clusters of grapes, which fbund their way in through 
Windows, as if they were fain to carry merriment 
laughter into the house, — ail this he beheld, and than 
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dis stars that his way led to a bishopric, and not to a 
:ountry parsonage. 

The house, open ail day long, seemed to belong to 
svery one. The Abbé Gabriel walked into the dining- 
room, which opened into the kitchen. The furniture 
ivhich met his eyes was poor — an old oak table with 
Four twisted legs, an easy-chair covered with tapestry, a 
Few wooden cluirs, and an old chest, which did duty as 
a sideboard. There was no one in the kitchen except 
the cat, the sign of a woman in the house. The other 
room was the parlour ; glandng round it, the young 
priest noticed àiat the easy-chairs were made of un- 
polished wood, and covered with tapestry. The panel- 
ling of the walls, like the rafters, was of chestnut wood, 
and black as ebony. There was a timepiece in a green 
case painted with flowers, a table covered with a worn 
green cloth, one or two chairs, and on the mantelshelf 
an Infant Jésus in wax under a glass shade set between 
two candlesdcks. The hearth, surrounded by a rough 
wooden moulding, was hidden by a paper screen repre- 
•enting the Good Shepherd with a sheep on his shoulder. 
In this way, doubtless, one of the family of the mayor, 

Er of the justice of the peace, endeavoured to express 
is acknowledgments of the care bestowed on his 
training. 
The State of the house was something piteous. The 
ails, which had once been limewashed, were discoloured 
e and there, and rubbed and darkened up to the 
ight of a man's head. The wooden staircase, with its 
avy balustrades, neatly kept though it was, looked as 
ough it must totter if any one set foot on it. At the 
of the passage, just opposite the front door, another 
stood open, giving the Abbé Gabriel an opportunity 

fsurveying the kitchen garden, shut in by the wall of 
i old rampart, built of the white crumbling stone of 
I district. Fruit-trees in fiill bearing had been trained 
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long trellises were falling to pièces, and the vine- 
were covered wîth blight. 

The Abbé went back through the house^ and wa 
along the paths in the front garden. Down below 
magnificent wide view of the valley was spread 
before his eyes, a sort of oasis on the edge of the g 
plain, which, in the light morning mists, looked sg 
thing like a waveless sea. Behind, and rather to one i 
the great forest stretched away to the horizon, 
bronzed mass making a contrast with the plains, anc 
the other hand the church and the castle perched on 
crag stood sharply out against the blue sky. As 
Abbé Gabriel paced the tiny paths among the box-ec 
diamonds, circles, and stars, crunching the gravel ben^ 
his boots, he looked from point to point at the sc< 
over the village, where already a few groups of ga 
had formed to stare at him, at the valley in the mon 
light, the quick-set hedges that marked the ways, 
little river flowing under its willows, in such coni 
with the infinité of the plains. Gradually his im{ 
sions changed the current of his thoughts* He adm 
the quietness, he felt the influences of the pure ai 
the peace inspired by a glimpse of a life of Bib 
simplicity; and with thèse came a dim sensé of 
beauty of that life. He went back again to look ai 
détails with a more serions curiosity. 

A little girl, left in charge of the house no doubt, 
busy pilfering in the garden, came back at the soun 
a man's shoes creaking on the flagged pavement of 
ground-floor rooms. In her concision at being cai 
with fruit in her hand and between her teeth, she 
no answer whatever to the questions put to her by 
Abbé — young, handsome, daintily arrayed. The < 
had never believed it possible that such an Abbé c 
exist — radiant in fine lawn, neat as a new pin, 
dressed in fine black cloth without a speck 
crease. 
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.'M. Bonnet?' she echoed at last. 'M. Bonnet is 
sajring mass, and Mlle. Ursule is gone to the church.' 

The covered passage from the house to the sacristy 
had escaped the Abbé Grabriel's notice ; so he went down 
the path again to enter the church by the principal door. 
The church porch was a sort of pent^house facing the 
village, set at the top of a flight of worn and disjointed 
steps, overlooking a square below ; planted with the great 
elm-trees which date from the time of the Protestant 
Sulty, and fuU of channels washed by the rains. 

The church itself, one of the poorest in France, where 
churches are sometimes very poor, was not unlike those 
buge barns which boast a roof above the door, supported 
by brick pillars or tree trunks. Like the parsonage 
house, it was built of rubble, the square tower being 
roofêd with round tiles; but Nature had covered the^ 
bare walls with the richest tracery mouldings, and made 
them fairer still with colour and light and shade, carv- 
ing her lines and disposing her masses, showing ail the 
ciufbman's cunning of a Michel Angelo in her work. 
The ivy clambered over both sides, its sinewy stems clung 
to the walls till they were covered, beneath the green 
leaves, with as many veins as any anatomical diagram. 
Under this mantle, wrought by Time to hide the 
wounds which Time had made, damasked by autunm 
flowers that grew in the crevices, nestled the singing- 
irds. The rose window in the west front was bordered 
ith blue harebells, like the first page of some richly 
inted missal. There were fewer flowers on the 
0rth side, which communicated with the parsonage, 
hough even there there were patches of crimson moss 
the grey stone, but the south wall and the apse were 
ivered with many-coloured blossoms ; there were a few 
bq>lings rooted in the cracks, notably an almond-tree, the 
^ymbol of Hope. Two giant firs grew up close to the 
of the apse, and served as lightning-conductors. A 
ruinous wall repaired and maintained at elbow \\<d^^ 
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with fallen fragments of its own masonry ran round the 
churchyard. In the midst of the space stood an iron 
cross mounted on a stone pedestal, strewn with sprigi 
of box blessed at Easter, a reminder of a touching 
Christian rite, now fallen into disuse except in countrj 
places. . Only in little villages and ha^lets does the 
priest go at Eastertide to bear to his dead the tidings of 
the Résurrection — ^ You shall live again in happiness.' 
Hère and there above the grass-covered graves rose t 
rotten wooden cross. 

The inside was in every way in keeping with the pic- 
turesque neglect outside of the poor church, where allthe 
ornament had been given by Time, grown charitable for 
once. Within, your eyes turned at once to the roof. | 
It was lined with chestnut wood and sustained at equal dis- \ 
tances by strong king-posts set on cross beams ; açe had 
imparted to it the richest tones which old woods can 
take in Europe. The four walls were lime-washed and 
bare of ornament. Poverty had made unconscioui 
Iconoclasts of thèse worshippers. 

Four pointed Windows in the side walls let in the 
light through their leaded panes ; the floor was of brick i l 
the seats, wooden benches. The tomb-shaped altar borr 
for ornament a great crucifix, beneath which stood i 
tabernacle in walnut wood (its mouldings brigh 
polished and clean), eight candlesticks (the cand 
thriftily made of painted wood), and a couple of chi 
vases full of artificial flowers, things that a broker's m 
would hâve declined to look at, but which must serve ; 
God. The lamp in the shrine was simply a floatii 
light, like a night-light, set in an old silver-^ilated hd 
water stoup, hung from the ceiling by sÛken coi 
brought from the wreck of some château. The bap la 
fonts were of wood like the pulpit, and a sort ot c 
where the churchwardens sat — the patricians of 
place. The shrine in the Lady Chapel offered to 
admiration of the public two coloured lithographs fran 
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in a narrow gilded frame. The altar had been painted 
white, and adorned with artificial flowers planted in 
gilded wooden flower-pots set out on a white altar-cloth 
edged with shabby yellowish lace. 

But at the end of the church a long window covered 
with a red cotton curtain produced a magical eflFect. 
The lime*washed walls caught a faint rose tint from that 
glowing crimson; it was as if some thought Divine 
shone from the altar to fill the poor place with warmth 
and light. On one wall of the passage which led into 
the sacristy the patron saint of the village had been 
carved in wood and painted — a St. John the Baptist and 
his sheep, an exécrable daub. Yet in spite of the bare- 
ness and poverty of the church, there was about the 
whole a subdued harmony which appeals to those whose 
spirits hâve been finely touched, a harmony of visible 
and invisible emphasised by the colouring. The rich 
dark-brown tints of the wood made an admirable relief 
to the pure white of the walls, and both blended with 
the triumphant crimson of the chancel window, an 
austère trinity of colour which recalled the great doctrine 
of the Catholic Church. 

If surprise was the first feeling called forth by the 
sight of this misérable house of God, pity and admiration 
followed quickly upon it. Did it not express the 
poverty of those who worshipped there ? Was it not 
in keeping with the quaint simplicity of the parsonage ? 
And it was clean and carefiilly kept. You breathed, as 
;re, an atmosphère of the simple virtues of the fields; 
notning within spoke of neglect. Primitive and homely 
though it was, it was clothed in prayer; a soûl pervaded 
it which you felt, though you could not explain how. 

The Abbé Giabriel slipped in softly, so as not to 

interrupt the méditations of two groups on the front 

ches before the high-altar, which was railed oflF from 

nave by a balustrade of the inévitable chestnut 

.rood, roughly made énough, and covered with a white 
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cloth for the Communion. Just above the space hung 
the lamp. Some score of peasant folk on eitfaer side 
were so deeply absorbed in passionate prayer, that ther 
paid no heed to the stranger as he walked up the churdi 
in the narrow gangway between the rows of benches. 
As the Abbé Gabriel stood beneath the lamp, he couU 
see into the two chancels which completed the cross of 
the ground-plan ; one of them led to the sacristy, the 
other to the churchyard. It was in this latter, near the 
graves, that a whole family clad in black were kneeling 
on the brick floor, for there were no benches in this part 
of the church. The Abbé bent before the altar on the 
step of the balustrade and knelt to pray, givine a side 
glance at this sight, which was soon explained. The 
Gospel was read ; the curé took ofF his chasuble and 
came down from the altar towards the railing ; and the 
Abbé, who had foreseen this, slipped away and stood close 
to the wall before M. Bonnet could see him. The 
dock struck ten. 

^My brethren,' said the curé in a fiiltering voice, 
^even at this moment, a child of this parish is paying his 
forfeit to man's justice by submitting to its extrême 
penalty. We ofFer the holy sacrifice of the mass for the 
repose of his soûl. Let us ail pray together to God lo 
bc^ech Him not to forsake that child in his lait 
moments, to entreat that repentance hère on earth maf 
find in Heaven the mercy which bas been refused ID 
it hère below. The ruin of this unhappy child, ott 
whom we had counted most surely to set a gool 
example, can only be attributed to a lapse from religiotl 

principles * 

The curé was interrupted hv the soiÂid of tobbing 
from the group of mourners in the transept ; and by the 
paroxysm of grief the young priest knew that this \ 
the Tascheron family, though he had never seen th 
before. The two foremost among them were old 
of Êevcnty ycan at least. Their faces, swarchf «s 
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entine bronze, were covered with deep iin[ia8sive 
. Both of them, in their old patched garments, 
1 like statues close against the wall ; evidently this 
the condemned man's grandfather and grandmother. 
ir red glassy eyes seemed to shed tears of blood ; the 
irais trembled so violently that the sticks on which 
leant made a fàint sound of scratching on the bricks. 
Ind them the father and mother,' their &ces hidden 
leir handkerchiefs, burst into tear& Âbout the four 
s of the fàmily knelt two married daughters with 
husbandsy then three sons, stupefied with grief. Five 
ling little ones, the oldest not more than seven years 
;e, understood nothing probably of ail that went on, 
looked and listened with the apparently torpid 

y, which in the peasant is ofi^ a process of 
-vation carried (so fàr as the outward and visible is 
emed) to the highest possible pitch. Last of ail 
î the poor girl Denise, who had been imprisoned by 
ce, the martyr to sisterly love; she was listening 
an expression which seemed to betoken incredulity 
straying thoughts. To her it seemed impossible 
her brother should die. Her face was a wonderful 
ire of another face, that of one among the three 
ies who could not believe that Christ was dead, 

I she had shared the agony of His Passion. Pale 
dry-eyed, as is the wont of those who hâve watched 
nany nights, her freshness had been withered more 
>rrow than by work in the fields ^ but she still kept 
>eauty of a country girl, the full plump figure, the 
ely red arms, a perfectly round face, and clear eyes, 
sring at that moment with the light of despair in 
I. Her throat, firm-fleshed and white below the 
of sunburned brown, indicated the rich tissue and 
ess of the skin beneath the stufF. The two married 
hters were weeping ; their husbands, patient tillers of 
oil, were grave and sad. None of the three sons in 
sorrow raised their eyes from the ground. 
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Only Denise and her mother showed any sîgn of 
rébellion in the harrowing picture of résignation and 
despairing anguish. The sympathy and sincère and pious 
commisération felt by the rest of the villagers for a 
fâmily so much respected had lent the same expression 
to ail faces, an expression which became a look of positive 
horror when they gathered from the curé's words that 
even in that moment the knife would fall. AU of them 
had known the young man from the day of his birth, and 
doubtless ail of them believed him to be incapable of 
committing the crime laid to his charge. The sobbing 
which broke in upon the simple and brief address grew 
so véhément that the curé's voice suddenly ceased, and 
he invited those présent to fervent prayer. 

There was nothing in this scène to surprise a priett, 
but Gabriel de Rastignac was too young not to feel 
deeply moved by it. He had not as yet put priestly 
virtues in practice ; he knew that a différent destiny lay 
before him ; that it would never be his duty to go fortn 
into the social breaches where the heart bleeds at the 
sight of suffering on every side ; his lot would be cast 
among the upper ranks of the clergy which keep alive 
the spirit of sacrifice, represent the highest intelligence 
of the Church, and, when occasion calls for it, display 
thèse same virtues of the village curé on the largest 
scale, Uke the great Bishops of Marseilles and Meaux, 
the Archbishops of Arles and Cambrai. The poor 
peasants were praying and weeping for one who (as they 
believed) was even then going to his death in a great 
public square, before a crowd of people assembled from ail 
parts to see him die, the agony of death made intoIeraUe 
for him by the weight of shame ; there was somethins 
very touching in this feeble counterpoise of sympathy and 
prayer from a few, opposed to the cruel curiosity of the 
rabble and the curses, not undeserved. The poor church 
heii^htened the pathos of the contrast. 

The Abbé Gabriel was tempted to go over to th 
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Tascherons and cry, * Your son, your brother bas been 
reprieved ! ' but he shrank from internipting the mass ; 
he knew, moreover, that it was only a reprieve, the 
exécution was sure to take place sooner or later. But 
he could not follow the service ; in spite of himself, he 
began to watch the pastor of whom the miracle of con- 
version was expected. 

Out of the indications in the parsonaee house, 
Gabriel de Rastignac had drawn a picture of M. Bonnet 
in his own mind : he would be short and stout, he 
thought, with a red powerful face, a rough working 
man, almost like one of the peasants themselves, and 
tanned by the sun. The reality was very iar from this ; 
the Âbbe Gabriel found himself in the présence of an 
equal. M. Bonnet was short, slender, and weakly- 
looking ; yet it was none of thèse characteristics, but an 
impassioned face, such a face as we imagine for an apostle, 
which struck you at a first glance. In shape it was almost 
triangular ; stardng fîrom the temples on either side of 
a broad forehead, furrowed with wrinkles, the meagre 
outlines of the hoUow cheeks met at a point in the chin. 
In that face, overcast by an ivory tint like the wax of an 
altar candie, blazed two blue eyes, fuU of the light of fàith 
and the fires of a living hope. A long slender, straight nose 
divided it into two equal parts. The wide mouth spoke 
even when the full, resolute lips were dosed, and the 
voice which issued thence was one of those which go to 
the heart. The chestnut hair, thin, smooth, and fine, 
denoted a poor physique, poorly nourished. The whole 
strength of the man lay in _his wil l. Such were his 
Personal characterisdcs. In any other such short hands 
might hâve indicated a bent towards material pleasures ; 
perhaps he too, like Socrates, had found evil in his nature 
to subdue. His thinness was ungainly, his shoulders 
protruded too much, and he seemed to be knock-kneed ; 
his bust was so over developed in comparison with his 
liokhêf that it gave him something of the appearance of a 
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hunchback without the actual deformity ; altogether, to 
an ordinary observer, his appearance was not prepossessing. 
Only those who know the miracles of thought and 
faith and art can recognise and révérence the light that 
burns in a martyr's eyes, the pallor of steadfàstness, the 
voice of love, — ^all traits of the Curé Bonnet. Hère was 
a man worthy of that early Church which no longer 
exists save in the pages of the Martyrokgy and in pictures of 
the sixteenth century ; he bore unmistakably the seal oC 
human greatness which most nearly approaches the 
Divine ; conviction had set its mark on him, and a con- 
viction brings a salient indefinable beauty into faces made 
of the commonest human clay ; the devout worshipper at 
any shrine reflects something of its golden glow, even as 
the glory of a noble love shines like a sort of light from 
a woman's ^ce. Conviction is human will come to its 
fuU strength ; and being at once the cause anid the efFect, 
conviction impresses the most indiffèrent, it is a kind of 
mute éloquence which gains a hold upon the masses. 

As the curé came down from the altar, his eyes fell 
on the Abbé Gabriel, whom he recognised ; but when 
the Bishop's secretary appeared in the sacristy, he ibund 
no one there but Ursule. Her master had already given 
his orders. Ursule, a woman of canonical âge, asked the 
Abbé de Rastignac to follow her alctng the passage 
through the garden. 

^Monsieur le Curé told me to ask you whether y< 
had breakfasted, sir,' she said. ^ You must hâve startea 
out from Limoges very early this morning to be hère by 
ten o'clock, so I will set about getting breakfast ready^ 
Monsieur l'Abbé will not find the Bishop's table hère, 
but we will do our best. M. Bonnet ^ill not be long j 
he has gone to comfort those poor soûls — the Tascherons. 
Something very terrible is happening to-day to one of 
their sons.' 

' But where do the poor people live ? * the Abbé' 
Gabriel put in at length. ^I must take M. BonA< 
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back to Limoges with me at once by the Bishop's 
orders. The unhappy man is not to be executed to-day ; 
his lordship has obtained a reprieve * 

^ Ah ! ' cried Ursule, her tongue itching to spread the 
news. *There will bc plenty of time to take that com- 
fort to the poor things whilst I am getting breakiâst 
ready. The Tascherons live at the other end of the 
village. You fbllow the path under the terrace, that 
will take you to the house.' 

As soon as the Abbé Gabriel was fairly out of si^ht, 
Ursule went down to take the tid^'ngs to the village 
hersel^ and to obtain the things needed for breakfast. 

The curé had leamed, for the first time, at the 
church of a desperate résolve on the part of the 
Tascherons, made since the appeal had been rejected. 
They would leave the district ; they had already sold ail 
they had, and that very morning the money was to be 
paid down. Formalities and unforeseen delays had re- 
tarded the sale; they had been forced to stay in the 
co^ntryside after Jean François was condemned, and 
every day had been for them a cup of bitterness to drink. 
The news of the plan, carried out so secretly, had only 
transpired on the eve of the day fixed for the exécution. 
The Tascherons had meant to leave the place before the 
fiital day ; but the purchaser of their property was a 
stranger to the canton, a Corrézien to whom their 
motives were indiffèrent^ and he on «his own part had 
ifound some difficulty in getting the money together. So 
^he iamily had endured the utmost of their misery. So 
àtrong was the feeling of their disgrâce in thèse simple 
folk who had never tampered with conscience, that 
grandfather and grandmother, daughters and sons-in-law, 
ather and mother, and ail who bore the name of 

ascheron, or were connected with them, were leaving the 

ce. Every one in the commune was sorry that they 
d go, and the mayor had gone to the curé, entreat» 
bim to use his influence with the poor mournftt^« 
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As the law now stands, the father is no longer re« 

isponsible for his son's crime, and the fàther's guUt does 
net attach to his children, a condition of things in keep- 
ing with other émancipations which hâve weakened the 
paternal power, and contributed to the triumph of that 
individualism which is eating the heart of sodety in our 
days. The thinker who looks to the future sees the 
extinction of the spirit of the fàmily ; those who drew 
up the new code hâve set in its place equality and 
independent opinion. The family will always be the 
basis of Society ; and now the family, as it used to be, 
exists no longer, it has corne of necessity to be a tem- 
porary arrangement, continually broken up and reunited 
only to be separated again ; the links between the 
future and the past are destroyed, the ikmily of an older 
time has ceased to exist in France. Those who pro- 
ceeded to the démolition of the old social édifice were 
logical when they decided that each member of the family 
should inherit equally, lessening the authority of the 
father, making of each child the head of a new house- 
hold, suppressmg great responsibilities ; but is the social 
System thus re-edified as solid a structure, with its laws 
of yesterday unproved by long expérience, as the old 
monarchy was in spite of its abuses? With the soli- 
darity of the family, society has lost that elemental 
force which Montesquieu discovered and called ^ honour.t 
Society has isolated its members the better to goveny 
them, and has divided in order to weaken. The social 
System reigns over so many units, an aggregation of i 
many ciphers, piled up like grains of wheat in a heapj 
Can the gênerai welfare take the place of the welfiu-e o^ 
the fàmily ? Time holds the answer to this great 
enigma. And yet — the old order still exists, it is se 
deeply rooted that you find it most alive among the 
people. It is still an active force in remote distrlc 
where ^ préjudice,' as it is called, likewise exists ; in 
world nooltt where ail the members of a family tuffer 



The Country Parson 107 

rime of one, and the children for the sins of their 

'S. 

wras this belief which made their own countryside 
irable to the Tascherons. Their profoundly re- 
is natures had brought them to the church that 
ing, for how was it possible to stay away when 
lass was said for their son, and prayer offiered that 
might bring him to a repentante which should 
n eternal life to him? and, moreover, must they not 
eave of the village altar ? Bût, for ail that, their 

were made; and when the curé, who foUowed 
, entered the principal house, he found the bundles 

up, ready for the journcy. The purchaser was 
ig with the money. The notary had just made 
le receipt. Out in the yard, in front of the house, 

a country cart ready to take the old people and 
ioney and Jean-François^s mother. The rest of the 
1 meant to set out on foot that night. 
e young Abbé entered the room on the ground 
ivhere the whole family were assembled, just as the 
of Montégnac had exhausted ail his éloquence. 
:wo old people seemed to hâve ceased to feel from 
\ of grief \ they were crouching on their bundles in 
tier of the room, gazing round them at the old 

which had been a family possession from father to 
it the fàmiliar furniture, at the man who had 
it it ail, and then at each other, as who should say, 
> would hâve thought that we should ever hâve 
to this ? ' For a long time past the old people had 

d their authority to their son, the prisoner's 

; and now, like old kings after their abdication, 
played the passive part of subjects and children. 
leron stood upright listening to the curé, to whom 
ve answers in a deep voice by monosyllables. He 

man of forty-eight or thereabouts, with a fine &ce, 
as served Titian for his apostles. It was a trust- 
ly fiu:e, gravely honest and thoughtful; a severe 
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profile, a nose at right angles with the brows, blue eyei^ 
a noble forehead, regular features, dark crisped stubbom 
hair, growing in the symmetrical fashion which adds a 
charm to a visage bronzed by a life of work in the open 
air — this was the présent head of the house. It was easy 
to see that the curé's arguments were shattered against 
tbat resolute will. 

Denise was leaning against the bread hutch, watching 
the notary, who used it as a writing-table ; they had 
given him the grandmother's armchair. The man who 
had bought the place sat beside the scrivener. The two 
married sisters were laying the cloth for the last meal 
which the old folk would offer or partake of in the old 
house and in their own country before they set out to 
live beneath alien skies. The men of the family half 
stood, half sat, propped against the large bedstead with 
the green serge curtains, while Tascheron's wife, their 
mother, was whisking an omelette by the fire. The 
grandchildren crowded about the doorway, and the 
purchaser's fàmily were outside. 

Out of the window you could see the garden, carefîilly 
cultivated, stocked with fruit-trees ; the two old peopk 
had planted them — every one. Everything about them, , 
like the old smoke-begrimed room with its black rafter% ; 
seemed to share in the pent-up sorrow, which could b| j 
read in so many différent expressions on the différent 
faces. The meal was being prepared for the notaryl 
the purchaser, the children, and the men ; neither thi 
fàther, nor mother, nor Denise, nor her sisters, caref 
to satisfy their hunger, their hearts were too heavil 
oppressed. There was a lofty and heartrending resigna 
tion in this last performance of the duties of countr 
hospitality — ^the Tascherons, men of an ancient stoc 
ended as people usually begin, by doing the honours 
their house. 

The Bishop's secretary was impressed by the scen^ 
so simple and natural| yet so solemn^ which aiet his ey 
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ne to summon thert^uré of Montégn^c to do the 
bidding. 

good man's son is still alive,' Gabriel said, 
ig the curé. 

s words, which every one heard in the prevailing 
iie two old people sprang to their feet as if the 
t had sounded for the Last Judgment. The 
Iropped her frying-pan into the lire. A cry of 
e from Denise. Ail the others seemed to be 
3 stone in their duU amazement. 
-François is pardoned ! ' The cry came at that 

as from one voice from the whole village, who 
p to the Tascherons' house. ^ It is his lordship 

op 

s suri of his innocence ! ' exclaimed the mother. 

purchase holds good ail the same, doesn't it ? ' 
le buyer, and the notary answered him by a 

loment the Abbé Gabriel became the point of 
ail eyes were fixed on him ; his face was so sad, 
ras suspected that there was some mistakc, but 

not bear to correct it, and went out with the 
)utside the house he dismissed the crowd by 
iiose who came round about him that there was 
m, it was only a reprieve, and a disn^yed silence 

succeeded to the clamour. Gabriel and the 
ned into the house again, and ^w a look of 
on ail the faces — the sudden silence in the village 
\ understood. 
-François has not received his pardon, my friends,' 

young Abbé, seeing that the blow had been 

but my lord Bishop's anxiety for his soûl is so 
it he has put off* the exécution that your son 

perish to ail eternity at least»' 
n is he living ? * cried Denise. 
Abbé took the curé aside and told him of his 
ler's impiety, of the conséquent péril to religion, 
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and what it was that the Bishop expected of the eu 
Montégnac. 

^My lord Bishop requires my death,' returned 
curé. ^ Âlready I hâve refused to go to this unh 
boy when his afflicted family asked me. The me 
and the scène then afterwards would shatter me lî 
glass. Let every man do his work. The weaknc 
my System, or rather the over-sensitiveness of my nei 
organisation, makes it out of the question for me to 
thèse duties of our ministry. I am still a country pj 
that I may serve my like, in a sphère where not 
more is demanded of me in a Christian life than I 
accomplish. I thought very carefuUy over this nu 
and tried to satisfy thèse good Tascherons, and to d< 
duty towards this poor boy of theirs ; but at the 
thought of mounting the cart with him, the mère 
of being présent while the préparations for death 
being made, a deadly chill runs through my veins. 
one would ask it of a mother ; and remember, sir, 
he is a child of my poor church * 

^Then you refuse to obey the Bishop's summo 
asked the Abbé Gabriel. 

M. Bonnet looked at him. 

^ His lordship does not know the state of my hei 
he said, ^ nor does he know that my nature rises in r 
against * 

^ Tfaere are times when, like Belzunce at Marsc 
we are bound to face a certain death,' the Abbé Ga 
broke in. 

Just at that moment the curé felt that a hand p 
his cassock ; he heard sobs, and, turning, saw the ¥ 
family on their knees. Old and young, parents 
children, men and women, held out their hands to 
imploringly ; ail the voices united in one cry as he shc 
his flushed face. 

^ Ah ! save his soûl at least ! ' 

It was the old grandmother who had caugh 
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die skirt of his cassock, and was bathing it with 
tears. 

*I will obey, sîr * No sooner were the words 

uttered than the curé was forced to sit down; his knees 
trembled under him. The young secretary explained 
the nature of Jean-François's trenzy. 

^Do you think that the sight of his younger sister 
night shake him ? ' he added, as he came to an end. 

* Yes, certainly/ returned the curé, — ^ Denise, you 
will go with us.' 

^ So shall I,' said the mother. 

* No ! * shouted the father. * That boy is dcad to us. 
You know that. Not one of us shall see him.' 

^ Do not stand in the way of his salvation,' said the 

voung Abbé. ^ If you refuse us the means of softening 

m, you take the responsibility of his soûl upon yourselr. 

in his présent state his death may reflect more discrédit 

on his family than his life.' 

^ She shall go,' said the father. ^ She always interfered 
when I tried to correct my son, and this shall be her 
unishment.' 

The Abbé Gabriel and M. Bonnet went back together 

o the parsonage. It was arranged that Denise and her 

other should be there at the time when the two 

cclesiastics should set out for Limoges. As they 

llowed the footpath along the outskirts of Upper 

ontégnac, the younger man had an opportunity of 

king more closely than heretofore' in the church at 

is country parson, so highly praised by the vicar- 

eneral. He was favourably impressed almost at once 

y his companion's simple dignified maxiOfilSr^ the 

j^ pa gic of his voice, aîid by the wocds he spoke, in 

^ijXeping with the voice. The curé had been but once 

,^p the palace since the Bishop had taken Gabriel de 

lastignac as his secretary, so that he had scarcely seen 

he favourite destined to ne a Bishop some day ; he knew 

jiat the secretary had great influence, and yet in the 
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dignified kindness of his manner th^re was a certati 
independence, as of the curé whom the Church permiO. 
to be in some sort a sovereign in his own parish. 

As for the young Âbbe, his feelings were so &r from 
appearing in his face that they seemed to hâve hardenej 
it into severity; his expression was not chiUy, it vm 
glacial. 

A man who could change the disposition and mannes 
of a whole countrvside necessarily possessed some faculty 
of observation, and was more or less of a physiognomist j 
and even had the curé been wise only in well-doing, he 
had just given proof of an j^nusually keen sensibiUty. 
The coolness with which the Bishop's secretary met faîis 
advances and responded to his friendliness struck him at 
once. He could only account for this réception by some 
secret dissatisfaction on the other's part, and looked back 
over his conduct, wondering how he could hâve given 
ofFence, and in what the ofFence lay. There was a short 
embarrassing silence, broken by the Abbé de Rastignac 

* You hâve a very poor church, Monsieur le Curé,* 1 
remarked, aristocratie insolence in his tones and wor | 

^ It is too small,* answered M. Bonnet. ^ For gr 
Church festivals the old people sit on benches round 
porch, and the younger ones stand in a cirde in 
square down below ; but they are so silent, that th 
outside can hear.' 

Gabriel was silent for several moments. 

^ If the people are so devout, why do you leave 
church so bare ? ' he asked at length. 

^ Alas ! sir, I cannot bring myself to spend money 
the building when the poor need it. The poor are 
Church. Besides, I should not fear a Visitation from 
lord Bishop at the Fête-Dieu ! Then the poor give 
church such things as they hâve ! Did you notice 
nails along the walls ? They fix a sort of wire tre 
work to them, which the women cover with bunches 
flowers^ the whole church is dressed in flowers, as it wei 
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which keep fresh till the cvening. My poor church, 
which looked so bare to you, is adorned like a bride, and 
fragrant with sweet scents ; the ground is strewn with 
leayes, and a path in the midst for the passage of the 
Holy Sacrament is carpeted with rose petals. For that 
one day I need not fear comparison with Saint Peter's at Z' 
Rome. The Holy Father has his gold, and I my flowers ; v 
to each his miracle. Ah ! the township of Montéghac 
is poor, but it is Catholic. Once upon a time they used 
to rob travellers, now any one who passes through the 
; place might drop a bag fîill of money hère, and he would 
I find it when he returned home.' 
I ^ Such a resuit speaks strongly in your praise,' said 

Grabriel. 
t ^ I hâve had nothing to do with it,' answered the curé, 
i flushing at this incisive epigram. ^ It has been brought 
! about by the Word of God and the sacramental bread.' 
F ^ Bread somewhat brown,' said the Abbé Gabriel, 
. smiling. 
t ^ White bread is only suited to the rich,' said the curé 
humbly. 

The Abbé took both M. Bonnet's hands in his, and 
grasped them cordially. 
^ ^Pardon me. Monsieur le Curé,' he said; and in a 
î moment the reconciliation was completed by a look in 
the beautiful blue eyes that went to the depths of the 
i curé's soûl. 

^ My lord Bishop recommended me to put your patience 
and humility to the proof, but I can go no further. After 
this little while I see how greatly you hâve been wronged 
by the praises of the Libéral party.' 

Breakfast was ready. Ursule had spread the white 
cloth, and set new-laid eggs, butter, honey and fruit, 
cream and coffee, among bunches of flowers on the old- 
iashioned table in the old-f&shioned sitting-room. The 
window that looked out upon the terrace stood open, 
iramed about with green leaves. Clematis grew about 

H 
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the ledge — ^white starry blossoms, with dny sheaves of 
golden crinkled stamens at their hearts to relieve the 
white. Jessamine climbed up one side of the window, 
and nasturtiums on the other ; above it, a trail of vine^ 
turning red even now, made a rich setdng, which n« 
sculptor could hope to render, so fiill of grâce was that 
lace-work of leaves outlined against the sky. 

' You will find life hère reduced to its simplest terms,' 
said the curé, smiling, though his &ce did not beUe the 
sadness of his heart. ' If we had known that you were 
coming — and who could hâve foreseen the events which 
hâve brought you hère ? — Ursule would hâve had some 
trout for you from the torrent ; there is a trout-stream 
in the forest, and the fish are excellent ; but I am for« 
getdng that this is August, and that the Gabou will be 
dry ! My head is very much coniîised * 

' Are you very fond of this place ? ' asked the Abbé. 

' Yes. If God permits, I shall die curé of Montégnac. 
I could wish that other and distinguished men, who havc 
thought to do better by becoming lay philanthropists^ 
had taken this way of mine. Modem philanthropy is 
the bane of society; the principles of the Catholic 
religion are the one remedy for the evils which leaven 
the body social. Instead of describing the disease and I 
making it worse by jeremiads, each one should hâve i 
put his hand to the plough and entered God's vineyard | 
^s a simple labourer. My task is far from being ended J 
hère, sir; it is not enough to hâve raised the moral 
standard of the people, who lived in a frightful state of 
irreligion when I first came hère; I would hin die 
among a génération fidly convinced.' 

^You hâve only done your duty/ the younger man 
retorted drily ; he felt a pang of jealousy in his heart. 

The other gave him a keen glance. 

'Is this yet another test?' he seemed to say — but 
aloud he answered humbly, ' Yes. — I wish every hour 
of my life,' he added, ' that every one in the kingdoi 
fvou/à do bis duty.' 
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The deep imderlying significance of those words was 
still further increased by the tone in which they were 
spoken. It was clear that hère, in this year 1829, was 
a priest of great intellectual^power, great likewise in the 
siir^çity of his llfe ; who, tnough he did not set up his 
own judgment against that of his superiors, saw none the 
less cleany whither the Church and the Monarchy were 
going. 

When the mother and daughter had corne, the Abbé 
left the parsonage and went down to see if the horses 
had been put in. He was very impatient to return to 
Limoges. A few minutes later he returned to say that 
ail was in readiness for their departure, and the four set 
out on their journey. Every créature in Montégnac 
stood in the road about the post-house to see them go. 
The condemned man's mother and sister said not a 
Word ; and as for the two ecclesiastics, there were so many 
topics to be avoided that conversation was difficulté and 
they could neither appear indiffèrent nor try to take a 
cheerful tone. Still endeavouring to discover some 
neutral ground for their talk as they travelled on, the 
influences of the great plain seemed to prolong the 
melancholy silence. 

^What made you accept the position of an eccle- 
siastic ? ' Grabriel asked at last out of idle curiosity, as 
the carriage turned into the high road. 

* I hâve never regarded my office as a " position,** * the 
curé answered simply. ^ I cannot understand how any 
one can take holy orders for any save the one indeiinable 
and all-powerful reason — a vocation. I know that not 
a few hâve become labourers in the great vineyard with 
hearts worn out in the service of the passions; men who 
hâve loved without hope, or whose hopes hâve been dis- 
appointed ; men whose lives were blighted. when they 
laid the wife or the woman they loved in the grave; 
men grown weary of life in a world where in thèse times 
nothing, not even sentiments, are staUe and secure, where 
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doubt makes sport of the sweetest certaindes, and belief 
18 called superstition. 

^ Some leave political life in times when to be in power 
seems to be a sort of expiation, when those who are 
governed look on obédience as an unfbrtunate necessity ; 
. and very many leave a battlefield without standards 
where powers, by nature opposed, combine to defeat and 
dethrone the right. I am not supposing that any man 
can give himself to God for what he may gain. There 
are some who appear to see in the clergy a means of 
regenerating our country; but, according to my dim 
/ |[ghts, the patriot priest is a contradiction in tenns* 
Tne priest should belong to God alone. 

^ I had no wish to offer to our Father, who yet accepts 
ail things, a broken heart and an enfeebled will ; I gave 
myself to Him whole and entire. It was a touching 
fancy in the old pagan religion which brought the victim 
crowned with flowers to the temple of the gods for 
sacrifice. There is something in that custom that has 
always appealed to me. A sacrifice is nothing unless it 
is made graciously. — So the story of my life is very 
simple, there is not the least touch of romance in it. 
Still, if you would like to hear a fuU confession, I will 
tell you ail about myself. 

* My family are well-to-do and almost wealthy. My 
fether, a self-made mah, is hard and inflexible ; he deals 
the same measure to himself as to his wife and children. 
I hâve never seen the fiiintest smile on his lips. With a 
hand of iron, a brow of bronze, and an energetic nature 
at once sullen and morose, he crushed us ail — wife and 
children, clerks and servants, beneath a savage tyranny. 
I think (I speak for myself alone) that I could hâve borne 
the lifê if the pressure brought to bear on us had been 
even ; but he was crotchety and changeable, and this 
fitfulness made it unbearable. We never knew whether 
we had done right or wrong, and the horrible suspense 
in which we iîved «t home becomet intolérable in 
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domestic life. It is pleasanter tù be out in die! streets 
than in the house. Even as it was, if I had been alone 
at home, I could hâve borne ail this without a murmur ; 
but there was my mother, whom I loved passionately ; the 
sight of her misery and the continuai bitterness of her 
life broke my heart ; and if, as sometimes happened, I 
surprised her in tears, I was beside myself with rage. I 
was sent to school; and those years, usually a dme of 
hardship and drudgery, were a sort of golden âge for me. 
I dreaded the holidays. My mother herself was glad to 
come to see me at the school. 

^ When I had finished my humanities, I went home 
and entered my fiither's office, but I could only stay 
there a few months ; youth was strong in me, my mind 
might hâve given way. 

' One dreary autumn evening my mother and I took 
a walk by ourselves along the Boulevard Bourdon, then 
one of the most depressing spots in Paris, and there I 
opened my heart to her. I said that I saw no possible 
life for me save in the Church. Sô long as my &ther 
lived I was bound to be thwarted in my tastes, my 
ideas, even in my affections. If I adopted the priest s 
cassock, he would be compelled to respect me, and in this 
way I might become a tower of strength to the fàmily 
should occasion call for it. My mother cried bitterly. 
At that very time my older brother had enlisted as a 
common soldier, driven out of the house by the causes 
which had decided my vocation. (He became a gênerai 
afterwards, and fell in the battle of Leipsic.) I pointed 
out to my mother as a way of salvation for her that she 
should marry my sister (as soon as she should be old 
enough to settle in life) to a man with plenty of character, 
and look to this new family for support. 

' So in 1807, under the pretext of escaping the conscrip- 
tion without expense to my father, and at the same dme 
4eclaring my vocation, I entered the Seminary of Saint- 
Sulpîce at the âge of nineteen. Within those £uium& old 
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walls I fbund happiness and peace, troubled only by 
thoughts of what my mother and sister must be enduring. 
Things had doubtiess grown worse and worse at home, 
for when they came to see me they upheld me in my 
détermination. Initiated, it may be, by my own pain 
into the secrets of charity, as the great Âpostle has 
defined it in his sublime epistle, I longed to bind the 
wounds of the poor and sufFering in some out-of-the-way 
spot ; and thereafter to prove, if God deigned to bless my 
efforts, that the Catholic religion, as put in practice by 
/ man, is the one true, good, and noble civilising agent on 
earth. 

' During those last days of my diaconate, grâce doubt- 
iess enlightened me. Fully and freely I fbrgavc my 
father, for I saw that through him I had fbund my real 
vocation. But my mother — in spite of a lone and 
tender letter, in which I explained this, and showed how 
the trace of the finger of God was visible throughout — 
my mother shed many tears when she saw my hair faU 
under the scissors of the Church ; for she knew how many 
joys I was renouncing, and did not know the hidden 
glories to which I aspired. Women are so tender-hearted. 
When at last I was God's, I felt an infinité peace. AU 
the cravings, the vanities, and cares that vex so many 
soûls fell away from me. I thought that Heaven would 
hâve care for me as for a vessel of its own. I went forth 
into a world from which ail fear was driven out, where 
the future was sure, where everything is the work of 
God — even the silence. This quietness of soûl is one of 
the gifb of grâce. My mother could not imagine 
it was to take a church for a bride ; nevertheless, wti< 
she saw that I looked serene and happy, she was happy. 
Âfter my ordination I came to pay a visit to some of my 
father's relatives in Limousin, and one of th by 
accident spoke of the state of things in the Monteg c 
district. With a sudden illumination like lightnin 
the thought flashed through my inmost soûl— '* B< 
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thy vîne ! ** And I came hère. So, as you see, sir, my 
story is qui te simple and iminteresting.' 

As he spoke, Limoges appeared in the rays of the 
sunset, and at the sight the two women could not keep 
back their tears. 

Meanwhile the young man whom love in its separate 
guises had come to find, the object of so much outspoken 
curiosity, hypocritical sympathy, and very keen anxiety, 
was lying on his prison mattress in the condemned cell. 
A spy at the door was on the watch for any words that 
might escape him waking or sleeping, or in one of his 
wild fits of fiiry ; so bent was justice upon coming at 
the truth, and on discovering Jean-François's accomplice 
as well as the stolen money, by every means that the wit 
of man could devise. 

The des Vanneaulx had the police in their interest ; 
the police spies watched through the absolute silence. 
Whenever the man told off for this duty looked through 
the hole made for the purpose, he always saw the 
prisoner in the same attitude, bound in his strait waist- 
coat, his head tied up by a leather strap to prevent him 
from tearing the stuff and the thongs with his teeth. 
Jean-François lay staring at the ceiling with a fixed 
desperate gaze, his eyes glowed, and seemed as if they 
were reddened by the fuU-pulsed tide of life sent 
surging through him by terrible thoughts. It was as 
if an antique statue of Prometheus had become a living 
man, with the thought of some lost joy gnawing his 
heart ; so when the second avocat général came to see 
him, the visitor could not help showing his surprise at a 
character so dogged. At sight of any human being 
admitted into his cell, Jean-François flew into a rage 
which exceeded everything in the doctors' expérience of 
such affections. As soon as he heard the key tum in 
the lock,or the bolts drawn in the heavily ironed door^ 4 
light froth came tç his lips. 



lao The Country Parson ' 

In person, Jean-François Tascheron, twenty-five ycare 
of âge, was short but well made. His hair was stifF and 
crisp, and grew rather low on his forehead, signs of great 
energy. The clear, brilliant, yellow eyes, set rather too 
close together, gave him something the look of a bird 
of prey. His fece was of the round dark-skinned type 
common in Central France. One of his characteristics 
confirmed Lavater's assertion that the front teeth overlap 
in those predestined to be murderers; but the gênerai 
expression of his face spoke of honesty, of simple warm- 
heartedness of disposition — it would hâve been nothing 
extraordinary if a woman had loved such a man passion- i 
ately. The Unes of the fresh mouth, with its dazzling ' 
white teeth, were gracious ; there was that peculiar 
shade in the scarlet of the lips which indicates ferocity 
held in check, and frequently a tempérament which 
thirsts for pleasure and demands free scope for indulgence. 
There was nothing of the workman's coarseness about 
him. To the women who watched his trial it seemed v 
évident that it was a woman who had brought flexibility )• 
and softness into the fibre inured to toil, the look of 
distinction into the face of a son of the fields, and grâce 
into his bearing. Women recognise the traces of love in 
a man, and men are quick to see in a woman whether 
(to use a colloquial phrase) Love has passed that way. 

That evening Jean-François heard the sound as the 
bolts were withdrawn and the key was thnist into the 
lock; he turned his head quickly with the terrible 
smothered growl with which his fits of fury began ; but 
he trembled violently when through the soft dusk he 
made out the forms of his mother and sister, and behind 
the two dear faces another — the curé of Montégnac. 

^ So this is what those barbarous wretches held in store 
for me ! ' he said, and closed his eyes. 

Denise, with her prison expérience, was suspicious 
of every least thing in theroom; the spy had hidden him- 
self, meaning, no doubt, to retum; she fled to her 
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brother, laid her tear-stained face against his, and said in 
his ear, ' Can they hear what we say ? ' 

^ I should rather think they can, or they would not 
hâve sent you hère,' he answered aloud. ' I hâve asked 
as a favour this long while that I might not see any of 
my family,' 

* What a way they hâve treated him ! * cried the 
mother, turning to the curé, * My poor boy ! my poor 
boy ! . . / She sank down on the foot of the mattress, 
and hid her face in the priest's cassock. The curé stood 
upright beside her. 'I cannot bear to see liim bound 
and tied up like that and put into that sack . • .* 

'If Jean will promise me to be good, to make no 
attempt on his life, and to behave well while we are with 
him, I will ask for leave to unbind him ; but I shall 
sufFer for the slightest infraction of his promise.' 

' I hâve such a craving to stretch myself out and move 
freely, dear M. Bonnet,' said the condemned man, his 
tyes filling with tears, ' that I give you my word I will 
do as you wish.' 

The curé went out, the gaoler came, and the strait 
waistcoat was taken ofF. 

: ' You are not going to kill me this evening, are you ? ' 
asked the turnkey. 
' Jean made no answer. 
' Poor brother ! ' said Denise, bringing out a basket, 
lichr had been strictly searched, * there are one or two 
imgs hère that you are fond of ; hère, of course, they 
udge you every morsel you eat.* 
} She brought out fruit gathered as soon as she knew 
lat she might see her brother in prison, and a cake 
tiich her mother had put aside at once. This thought- 
ilness of theirs, which recalled old memories, his sister's 
»ice and movements, the présence of his mother and the 
iré, — ^all combined to bring about a reaction in Jean, 
e burst into tears. 
^ Ah ! Denise,' he said, ^ I hâve not made a meal thèse 
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six months past ; I hâve eaten because hunger drove 
to eat, that is ail.' 

Mother and daughter went out and retumed, : 
came and went. The housewîfely instinct of seeing 
a man's comfort put heart into them, and at last tl 
set supper before their poor darling. The people of 
prison helped them in this, having received orders to 
ail in their power compatible with the safè cust 
of the condemned man. The des Vanneaulx, ¥ 
unkindly kindness, had done their part towards secur 
the comfort of the man in whose power their hait 
lay. So Jean by thèse means was to know a last glc 
of family happiness — happiness overshadowed by 
sombre gloom of the prison and death. 

'Was my appeal rejected ? ' he asked M. Bonnet. 

* Yes, my boy. There is nothing left to you now 
to make an ena worthy of a Christian. This life of c 
is as nothing compared with the life which awaits 
you must think of your happiness in etemity. Y 
account with men is settled by the fbrfeit of your 1 
but God requires more, a lifê is too small a thing 
Him.' 

' £orfeit my life ? • . • Ah, you do not know ail t 
I must leave behind.' 

Denise looked at her brother, as if to remind him i 
prudence was called for even in matters of reb'gion. 

' Let us say nothing of that,' he went on, eating fi 
with an eagerness that denoted a fierce and restless 
within. * When must I ? ' 

^ No/ no! nothing of that before taie ! ' cried 
mother. 

' I should be easier if I knew,' he said in a low vo 
turning to the curé. 

'The same as ever!' exclaimed M. Bonnet, and 
bent to say in Jean's ear — ' If you make your peace ¥ 
God to-night, and your repen tance permits me to { 
you absolution, it shall be to-morrow.'-:— Aloud he ad< 
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We hâve already gained something by calming 



^ou.' 



Ât thèse last words, Jean grew white to the lips, his 
:yes contracted with a heavy scowl, his features quîvered 
vith the coming storm of rage. 

^ What, am I calm ? ' he asked himself. Luckily his 
;yes met the tearful eyes of his sister Denise, and he 
egained the mastery over himself. 

^ Ah, well,' he said, looking at the cur^ ^ I could not 
isten to any one but you. They knew well how to 
ame me/ and he suddenly dropped his head on his 
nother's shoulder. 

'Listen, dear,' his mother said, weeping, *our dear 
11. Bonnet is risking his own life by undertaking to be 
vith you on the way to' — she hesitated, and then nnished 
— ' to eternal life.' 

And she lowered Jean's head and held it for a fèw 
noments on her heart. 

* Will he go with me ? * asked Jean, looking at the 
:uré, who took it upon himself to bow his head. — ' Very 
vell, I will listen to him. I will do everjrthing that he 
equires of me.' 

^ Promise me that you will,' said Denise, * for your soûl 
nust be saved; that is what we are ail thinking of. 
\nd then — would you hâve it said in Limoges and ail 
he country round that a Tascheron could not die like a 
nan ? After ail, just think that ail that you lose hère 
rou may find again in heaven, where forgiven soûls will 
neet again.' 

This preternatural effort parched the heroic girl's 
hroat. Like her mother, she was silent, but she had 

>n the victory. The criminal, hitherto frantic that 
ustice had snatched away his cup of bliss, was thrilled 

th the sublime doctrine of the Catholiç ChlULch, \/ 
;xpressed so artlcssly by Ws sîster. Every woman, even a 
>easant girl like Denise Tascheron, possesses at need this 
ender tact ; does not every woman love to think that love 
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is eternal ? Denise had touched two responsive choi 
Âwakened pride roused other qualities numbed by i 
utter misery and stunned by despair. Jean took 
sister's hand in his and kissed it, and held her to his hc 
in a manner profoundly significant ; tenderly, but il 
mighty grasp. 

*There,' he said, *everything must be gîren 
That was my last heart-throb, my last thought — intrus 
to you, Denise.' And he gave her such a look as a n 
gives at some solemn moment, when he strives to impi 
his whole soûl on another soûl. 

A whole last testament lay in the words and 
thoughts; the mother and sister, the curé and Je 
understood so well that thèse were mute bequests to 
feithfuUy executed and loyally demanded, that tl 
turned away their faces to hide their tears and 
thoughts that might be read in their eyes. Those i 
words, spoken in the death agony of passion, were 
farewell to fatherhood and ail that was sweetest on ea 
— the earnest of a Catholic renunciation of the things 
earth. The curé, awed by the majesty of human nati 
<^ by ail its greatness even in sin, measured the force of 1 
j mysterious passion by the enormity of the crime, : 
^ raised his eyes as if to entreat God's mercy. In t 
action the touching consolation, the infinité tenderi 
of the Catholic &ith was revealed — a religion that sh( 
itself so human, so loving, by the hand stretched down 
teach mankind the laws of a higher world, so awful, 
divine, by the hand held out to guide him to heav 
It was Denise who had just discovered to the curé, in 1 
mysterious manner, the spot where the rock would yi 
the streams of repentance. Suddenly Jean utterec 
blood-curdling cry, like some hyaena caught by 
hunters. Memories had âwakened. 

* No ! no ! no ! ' he cried, felling upon I k s. 
want to live ! Mother, take my place. Cnj * 
th me. I could escapel Hâve pityl r*«w€ pi 
» to the King and tell him • • •' 
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He stopped short, a horrible sound like the growl of a 

Id beast broke from him ; he clutched fiercely at the 
uré's cassock. 

^ Go,' M. Bonnet said in a low voice, turning to the 
jvo women, who were qui te overcome by this scène, 
:an heard the word, and lifted his head. He looked up 
t his mother and sister, and kissed their feet. 

* Let us say good-bye,' he said. ' Do not corne back 
ly more. Leave me alone with M. Bonnet ; and do 
ot be anxious about me now,' he added, as he clasped 
is mother and sister in a tight embrace, in which he 
;emed as though he would fain put ail the life that was 

him. 

' How can any one go through ail this and live ? ' asked 
>enise as they reached the wicket. 

It was about eight o'olock in the evening when they 
^parated. The Abbé de Rastignac was waiting at the 

te of the prison, and asked the two women for news. 

^He will make his peace with God,' said Denise. 
If he has not repented already, repentance is near at 
and.' 

A few minutes later the Bishop leamed that the 
^hurch would triumph in this matter, and that the 
pndemned man would go to his exécution with the 

»st edifying religious sentiments. The public prose- 

tor was with his lordship, who expressed a wish to see 

5 curé. It was midnight before M. Bonnet came. 

be Abbé Gabriel, who had been going to and fro 
:en the palace and the prison, considered that the 

sbop's carriage ought to be sent for him, for the poor 

in was so exhausted that he could scarcely stand. 

ne thought of to-morrow's horrible journey, the anguish 
soûl which he had witnessed, the fîiU and entire 

)entance of this member of his flock, who broke down 

tnpletely at last when the great forecast of Eternity 

.s put before him, — ail thèse things had combined to 
U" eut M. Bonnet's strength, for with his nervous 

nperament and electric swiftness of appréhension, he 
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was quick to feel the sorrows of others as if they wei 
his own. 

SouIs like this beautiful souI are so open to receiv 
the impressions, the sorrows, passions, and sufferinss < 
those towards whom they are drawn, that they feel tb 
pain as if it were in very truth their own, and this 
a manner which is torture; for their clearer eyes < 
measure the whole extent of the misfortune in a v 
impossible to those blinded by the egoism of love < 
paroxysms of grief. In this respect such a confesser 
M. Bonnet is an artist who feels, instead of an artist w 
judges. 

In the drawing-room at the palace, where the t 
vicars-general, the public prosecutor, and M. de Grai 
ville, and the Abbé de Rastignac were waiting, 
dawned upon M. Bonnet that he was expected to brin 
news. 

* Monsieur le Curé,* the Bishop began, *have ) 
obtained any confessions with which you may in conf 
ence enlighten justice without failing in your duty ? * 

^ Before I gave absolution to that poor lost child, i 
lord, I was not content that his repentance should be 
fidl and entire as the Church could require; I 
fiirther insisted on the restitution of the money.' 

' I came hère to the palace about that restitution,' 
the public prosecutor. ^ Some light will be thrown 
obscure points in the case by the way in which it 
made. He certainly has accomplices ' 

* With the interests of man's justice I hâve no conce 
the curé said. ' I do not know how or where the r 
tution will be made, but made it will be. When 
lord Bishop summoned me hère to onc of my < 
parishioners, he replaced me in the exact conditi< 
which give a curé in his own parish the rights whi< 
bishop exercises in his diocèse— ecclesiastical obedii 
and discipline apart. i 

' Quité right,' said the Bishop. ^ But the point k 
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1 a voluntary confession before justice from the 
imned man.' 

[y mission was simply to bring a soûl to God,' 
led M. Bonnet. 

de Grancour shrugged his shoulders slightly, and 
kbbé Dutheil nodded approval. 
'ascheron, no doubt, wants to screen some one 
1 a restitution woidd identify/ said the public 
:utor. 

lonsieur,' retorted the curé, *I know absolutely 
ng which might either confirm or contradict vour 
cture ; and, moreover, the secrets of the confessional 
iviolable.' 
> the restitution will be made ? ' asked the man of 

es, monsieur,' answered the man of God. 
'hat is enough for me,' said the public prosecutor. 
died upon the cleverness of the police to find and 
î up any due, as if passion and personal interest 
not keener witted than any détective. 

vo days later, on a market day, Jean-Françob 
lieron went to his death in a manner which left ail 
and politic soûls nothing to désire. His humility 
>iety were exemplary ; he kissed with fervour the 
fix which M. Bonnet held out to him with trembling 
\. The unfortunate man was closely scanned ; aU 
were on the watch to see the direction his glances 
t take ; would he look up at one of the houses, or 
on some face in the crowd ? His discrétion was 
ilete and inviolable. He met his death like a 
itian, pénitent and forgiven. 

le poor curé of Montégnac was taken away un- 
:ious from the foot of the scafFold, though he had 
much as set eyes on the fatal machine. 

le next day at night&ll, three leaguet wwv} ^o\sv 
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Limoges, out on the high road, and in a lonely s 
Denise Tascheron suddenly stopped. Exhausted tho 
she was with physical weariness and sorrow, she be^ 
her fether to allow her to go back to Limog 
Louis-Marie Tascheron, one of her brothers. 

* What more do you want to do in that place ? ' 
fàther asked sharply, raising his eyebrows, and frovi 

*We hâve not only to pay the kwyer, father/ 
said in his ear ; * there is something else. The mo 
that he hid must be given back.' 

* That is only right,' said the rigorously ho 
fumbling in a leather purse which he carried about m 

^ No,' Denise said swiftly, ^ he is your son no lonj 
and those who blessed, not those who cursed him, oc 
to pay the lawyer's fées,* 

^We will wait for you at Havre,' her father said* 
Denise and her brother crept înto the town aj 
before it was day. Though the police learned latet 
that two of the Tascherons had corne back, they 
could discover their lodging. It was near four o^cJ 
when Denise and her brother went to the higher en 
the town, stealing along close to the walls* 1 \ 
girl dared not look up, lest the eyes which shouja 
hers had seen her brother's head fall. First of ail, 
had sought out M. Bonnet, and he, unwell thougb 
was, had consented to act as Denise's &ther and g i 
for the time being. With him they went to the ban 
who lived in the Rue de la Comédiie. 

* Good day, poor children,' the lawyer began, wil 
bow to M. Bonnet. ^ How can I be of use to y 
Perhaps you want me to make application for 
brother's body,' 

^ No, sir,' said Denise, her tears flowing at the thouj 
which had not occurred to her ; * I hâve corne to 
our debt to you, in so fàr as money can repay an ete 
debt.' 

^Sit down a moment,' said the lawyer, seei 
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Denise and the curé were both standing. Denise turned 
away to draw from her stays two notes of five hundred 
francs, pinned to her shift. Then she sat down and 
handed over the bills to her brother's counsel. The 
curé looked at the lawyer with a light in his eyes, which 
soon filled with tears. 

* Keep it,' the barrister said ; * keep the money yourself, 
my poor girl. Rich people do not pay for a lost cause 
in this generous way.* 

^I cannot do as you ask, sir, it is impossible,' said 
Denise. 

* Then the money does not corne from you ? * the 
barrister asked quickly. 

^ Pardon me,' she replied, with a questioning glance at 
M. Bonnet — would God be angry with her for that lie ? 
The curé kept his eyes lowered. 

* Very well,' said the barrister, and, keeping one of the 
notes in his hand, he gave the other to the curé, ^ then 
[ will divide it with the poor. And now, Denise, this 
Is certainly mine' — ^he held out the note as he spoke — 
^ will you give me your velvet ribbon and gold cross in 
exchange for it ? I will hang the cross above my chim- 
ney-piece in memory of the purest and kindest girl's heart 
Mrhich I shall ever meet with, I doubt not, in my career.' 

*There is no need to buy it,' cried Denise, *I will 
^ve it you,' and she took off her gilt cross and handed 
it to the lawyer. 

*Very well, sir,* said the cure, *I accept the five 
bundred francs to pay the eicpenses of exhuming and 
'emoving the poor boy's body to the churchyard at 
Montégnac. Doubtless God has forgiven- him ; Jean 

11 rise again with ail my flock at the Last Day^ when 
:ne just and the pénitent sinner will be summoned to sit 
it the Father's right hand.' 

* So be it,' said the barrister. He took Denise's hand 
ind drew her towards him to put a kiss on her forehead^ 
i movement made with another end in view. 
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^ My child,' he said, ^ nobody at Montégnac has such 
a thing as a fîve hundred franc note ; they are rather 
scarce in Limoges ; people don't take them hère without 
asking something for changing them. So this money 
has been given to you by somebody; you are not 

f^oing to tell me who it was, and I do not ask you, but 
isten to this: if you hâve anything left to do hère 
which has any référence to your poor brother, mind 
how you set about it. M. Bonnet and you and your 
brother will ail three of you be watcned by spies. 
People know that your fâmily hâve gone away. If any- 
body recognises you hère, you will be surrounded before 
you suspect it.' 

^ Âlas ! ' she said, ^ I hâve nothing left to do hère.' 
^She is cautions,' said the lawyer to himself, as he 
went to the door with her. ^ She has been warned^ so 
let her extricate herself.' 

It was late September, but the days were as hot as 
the summer. The Bishop was giving a dinner-] cy 
The local authorides, the public prosecutor, ana chi 
first avocat gênerai were among the guests. Dii >ni 

were started, which grew lively in the course ot 
evening, and it was very late before they broke up 
Whist and backgammon, that game beloved of bisho] 
were the order of the day. It happened that aboui 
eleven o'clock the public prosecutor stepped out upoik 
the upper terrace, and from the corner where he stood 
saw a light on the island, which the Abbé Gabriel and 
the Bishop had already nxed upon as the central spi 
and due to the inexplicable tangle about Tascheron'i 
crime — on Véronique's Isle of France in iâct. Therc 
was no apparent reason why anybody should kindie a 
fire in the middle of the Vienne at that time of night— 
then, ail at once, the idea which had struck the ffishop 
and his secretary flashed upon the public prosecutor'i 
brain, with a light as sudden as that of the fire whidl 
shot up out of the distant darkness. 
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^ What a set of great fools we hâve ail been ! ' cried 
he, ^ but we hâve the accomplices now.' 

He went up to the drawing-room again, found out 
M. de GranviUe, and said a word or two in his ear ; then 
both of them vanished. But the Abbé de Rastignac, 
courteously attentive, watched them go out, saw that 
they went towards the terrace, and nodced too that fire 
on the shore of the island. 

^ It is ail over with her/ thought he. 

The messengers of justice arrived on the spot — too 
late. Denise and Louis-Marie (whom his brother Jean 
had taught to dive) were there, it is true, on the bank of 
the Vienne at a place pointed out by Jean ; but Louis- 
Marie had already dived four times, and each time had 
brought up with him twenty thousand francs in gold. 
The first instalment was secured in a bandana with the 
four corners tied up. As soon as the water had been 
wrung from the handkerchief, it was thrown on a great 
fire of dry sticks, kindled befbrehand. A shawl con- 
tained the second, and the third was secured in a lawn 
handkerchief. Just as Denise was about to fling the 
fourth wrapper into the fire, the police came up accom- 
panied by a commissary, and pounced upon a very 
important due, as they thought, which Denise suiFered 
them to seize without the sUghtest émotion. It was a 
man's pocket-handkerchief, which sdll retained some 
stains of blood in spi te of its long immersion. Questioned 
forthwith as to her proceedings, Denise said that she had 
brought the stolen money out of the river, as her brother 
bade her. To the commissary, inquiring why she had 
burned the wrappings^ she answered that she was following 
out her brother's instructions. Asked what the wrappings 
were, she replied boldly, and with perfêct truth, ^A 
bandana handkerchief, a lawn handkerchief, and a shiwL' 

The handkerchief which had just been seized belonged 
to her brother. 

This fishing expédition and the circumstanccft ^c^cscsl- 
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panying it made plenty of talk in Limoges. The shawl 
in particular coniirmed the belief that there was a love 
afiàir at the bottom of Tascheron's crime. 

^ He is deady but he shields her still,' commentée one 
lady, when she heard thèse final révélations, so cleverly 
rendered useless. 

^ Perhaps there is some married man in Limoges who 
will find that he is a bandana short, but he will perforée 
hold his tongue,' smiled the public prosecutor. 

^ Little mistakes in one's wardrobe hâve corne to be so 
compromising, that I shall set about verifying mine this 
very evening,' said old Mme. Perret, smiling too. 

^ Whose are the dainty little feet that left the fbot- 
marks, so carefully erased ? ' asked M. de Granville. 

^ Pshaw ! perhaps they belong to some ugly woman,' 
returned the avocat général, 

^ She has paid dear for her slip/ remarked the Abbé 
de Grancour. 

' Do you know what ail this business goes to provef ' 
put in the avocat général. ^ It just shows how much 
women hâve lost through the Révolution, which obliter- 
ated social distinctions. Such a passion is only to be 
met with nowadays in a man who knows that there it 
an enormous distance between his and the woman he 
loves.* 

*You crédit love with many vanities,' returned the 
Abbé Dutheil. 

^ What does Mme. Graslin think ? ' asked the prefect. 

^ What would you hâve her think ? She was confined, 
as she told me she would be, on the day of the exécution, 
and has seen nobody since \ she is dangerously ill,' said 
M. de Granville. 

Meanwhile, in another room in Limoges, an almost 
comic scène was taking place. The des Vann lx*s 
friends were congratulating them upon the resdtucu 
their inheritance. 
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^ Well, well/ said Mme. des Vanneaulx, ^ they ought 
to hâve let him ofF, poor man. It was love, and not 
mercenary motives, that brought him to it; he was 
neither vicious nor wicked/ 

^He behaved like a thorough gentleman/ said the 
Sieur des Vanneaulx. ^ If I knew where his family waSj 
I would do something for thitn; they are good people, 
those Tascherons.' 

When Mme. Graslin was well enough to rise, towards 
the end of the year 1829, after the long illness which 
followed her confinement, and obliged her to keep her 
bed in absolute solitude and quiet, she heard her husband 
speak of a rather considérable pièce of business which he 
wanted to conclude. The Navarreins iàmily thought of 
selling the forest of Montégnac and the waste lands 
which they owned in the neighbourhood. Graslin had 
not yet put into exécution a clause in his wife's marriage 
settlement, which required that her dowry should be 
invested in land ; he had preferred to put her money out 
at interest through the bank, and alieady had doubled 
her capital. On this, Véronique seemed to recoUect the 
nàme of Montégnac, and begged her husband to carry 
out the contract by purchasing the estate for her. 
. M. Graslin wished very much to see M. Bonnet, to 
ask for information concerning the forest and lands 
which the Duc de Navarreins thought of selling. The 
Duc de Navarreins, be it said, fbresaw the hideous 
struggle which the Prince de Pdiignac had made inévit- 
able between the Libérais and the Bourbon dynasty; 
uid au^ured the worst, for which reasons he was one of 
the boïdest opponents of the Coup d'État. The Duke 
bad sent his man 6^ business to Limoges with instruc- 
tions to sell, if a bidder could be found for so large a 
lum of money, for His Grâce recollected the Révolution 
Df 1789 too well not to profit by the lessons then taught 
to the aristoccacy. It was this man of business whA^%». 
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more than a month, had been at close quarters with 
Graslin, the shrewdest old fox in Limousin, and the only 
man whom common report singled out as being able to 
pay down the price of so large an estate on the spot. 

At a Word sent by the Abbé Dutheil, M. Bonnet 
hastened to Limoges and the Hôtel Graslin. Véronique 
would hâve prayed the curé to dine with her ; but the 
banker only allowed M. Bonnet to go up to his wife's 
room after he had kept him a fuU hour in his private 
office, and obtained information which satisfied him so 
well, that he concluded his purchase out of hand, and 
the forest and domain of Montégnac became his 
(Graslin's) for five hundred thousand francs. He 
acquiesced in his wife^s wish, stipulating that this 
purchase and any outlay relating thereto should be 
held to accomplish the clause in her marriage contract 
as to her fortune. Graslin did this the more willingly 
because the pièce of honesty now cost him nothing. 

At the rime of Graslin's purchase the estate consisted 
of the forest of Montégnac, some thirty thousand ; 
in extent, but too inaccessible to bring in any money, 
the ruined castle, the gardens, and some five thoi 
acres in the uncultivated plains under Montégi 
Graslin made several more purchases at once, so to 
hâve the whole of the first peak of the Corr&ien range 
in his hands, for there the vast forest of Montégnac came 
to an end. Since the taxes had been levied upon it, the 
Duc de Navarreins had not drawn fifteen thousand 
francs a year from the manor, formerly one of the 
richest tenures in the kingdom. The lands had escaped 
sale when put up under the Convention, partly because 
of their barrenness, partly because it was a recognised 
fâct that nothing could be made of them. 

When the curé came iàce to face with the woman of 
whom he had heard, a woman whose cleverness and 
piety were well known, he started in spite of himself. 
At this time Véronique had entered upon the third 
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period of her life, a period in which she was to grow 
greater by the exercise of the loftiest virtues, and become 
a totally différent woman. To the Raphael's Madonna, 
hidden beneath the veil of smallpox scars, a beautifUl, 
noble, and împassioned woman had succeeded, a woman 
afterwards laid low by inward sorrows, from which a 
saint emerged. Her complexion had taken the sallow 
tint seen in the austère faces of Abbesses of ascedc lifè. 
A yellowish hue had overspread the temples, grown less 
imperious now. The lips were paler, the red of the 
opening pomegranate flower had changed into the palei 
crimson of the Bengal rose. Between the nose and the 
corners of the eyes sorrow had worn two pearly channels, 
down which many tears had coursed in secret; much 
weeping had worn awav the traces of small-pox. It 
was impossible not to nx your eyes on the spot where 
a network of tiny blue veins stood out swoUen and 
distended with the fîill puises that throbbed there, as if 
they fed the source of many tears. The &int brownish 
tinge about the eyes alone remained, but there were dark 
circles under them now, and wrinkles in the eyelids 
which told of terrible sufFering. The Unes in the hollow 
cheeks bore record of solenm thoughts. The chin, too^ 
had shrunk, it had lost its youthml fiilness of outline, 
and this scarcely to the advantage of a face which wore 
an expression of^pitiless austerity, confined however solely 
to Véronique herself. At twenty-nine years of âge her 
hair, one of her greatest beauties, had faded and grown 
scanty ; she had been obliged to pull out a large quantity 
of white hair, bleached during her confinement. Her 
thinness was shocking to see. In spite of the doctor's 
orders, she had persisted in nursing her child herself; and 
the doctor was not disposed to let people forget this 
when ail his evil prognostications were so thoroughly 
fiilfilled. 

* See what a différence a single confinement has made 
in a woman ! ' said he. * And she worships that child of 
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hers ; but I hâve alwajs noticed that the more a child 
costs the mother, the dearer it is.' 

AU that remained of jouth in Véronique's face lay in 
her eyes, wan though they were. An untamed fire 
flashed from the dark blue iris ; ail the life that had 
deserted the cold impassive mask of a face, expressionleis 
now save for the charitable look which it wore when her 
poorer neighbours were spoken of, seemed to hâve taken 
refuge there. So the curées first dismay and surprise 
abated somewhat as he went on to explain to her how 
much good a résident landowner might efFect in 
Montégnac, and for a moment Véronique's face grew 
beautiiiil, lighted up by this unexpected hope which 
began to shine in upon her. 

^ I will go there,' she said. ^ It shall be my property. 
I will ask M. Graslin to put some funds at my disposai, 
and I will enter into your charitable work with aU my 
might. Montégnac shall be cultivated, we will find 
water somewhere to irrigate the waste land in the plain. 
You are striking the rock, like Moses, and tears will flow 
from it ! ' 

The curé de Montégnac spoke of Mme. Graslin as a 
saint when his friends in Limoges asked him about her. 

The very day after the purchase was completed, 
Graslin sent an architect to Montégnac. He was deter^ 
mined to restore the castle, the gardens, terraces, and 
park, to redaim the forest by a plantation, putting an 
ostentations activity into ail that he did. 

Two years later a great misfortune befell Mme. Graslin. 
Her husband, in spite of his prudence, was involved in the 
commercial and financial disasters of 1830. The thought 
of bankruptcy, or of losing three millions, the gains ot a 
lifetime of toil, were both intolérable to him. The 
worry and anxiety aggravated the inflammatory disease, 
always lurking in his System, the resuit of impure blood. 
He was compelled to take to his bed. In Véronique a 
friendly feeling towards Graslin had developed during 
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her pregnancy, and dealt a fatal blow to the hopes of her 
admirer, M. de Granville. By careful nursing she tried 
to save her husband's life, but only succeeded in prolong- 
ing a sufFering existence for a few months. This respite, 
however, was very uscfiil to Grossetête, who, foreseein? 
the end, consulted with his old comrade, and made aD 
the necessary arrangements for a prompt réalisation. 
In Âpril 1831 Graslin died, and his widow's despairing 

frief only soberttd down into Christian résignation, 
rom the first Véronique had wished to give up her 
whole fortune to her husband's creditors ; but M. Gras- 
lin's estate proved to be more than sufficient. It was 
Grossetête who wound up his afiairs, and two months 
after the settlement Mme. Graslin found herself the 
mistress of the domains of Montégnac and of six hundred 
and sixty thousand francs, ail her own; and no blot 
rested on her son*s name. No one had lost anything 
through Graslin — not even his wife ; and Francis 
Graslin had about a hundred thousand francs. 

Then M. de Granville, who had reason to know 
Véronique's nature and loftiness of soûl, came forward as 
a suitor ; but, to the amazement of ail Limoges, Mme. 
Graslin refused the newly-appointed public prosecutor, on 
the ground that second marriages were discountenanced 
by the Church. Grossetête, a man of unerring forecast 
and Sound sensé, advised Véronique to invest the rest of 
M. Grasiin's fortune and her own in the Funds, and 
efFected this for her himself at once, in the month of 
July, when the three per cents, stood at fifty. So Francis 
had an income of six thousand livres, and his mother 
about forty thousand. Véronique was still the greatest 
fortune in the department. 

AU was settled at last, and Mme. Graslin gave out 
that she meant to leave Limoges to live nearer to M. 
Bonnet. Again she sent for the curé, to consult him 
about his work at Montégnac, in which she was deter- 
mined to share; but he generously tried to dissuade her, 
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and to make it clear to ber that her place was in 
Society. 

^ I hâve sprung from the people, and I mean to returo 
to them,' said she. 

The curé's great love for his own village resisted the 
more feebly when he learned that Mme. Graslin had 
arranged to make over her house in Limoges to M. 
Grossetête. Certain sums were due to the banker, and 
he took the house at its fiill value in settlement. 

Mme. Graslin flnally left Limoges towards the end 
of Âugust 1831. A troop of friends gathered about 
her, and went with her as far as the outskirts of the 
town ; some of them went the whole first stage of the 
journey. Véronique travelled in a calèche with her 
mother; the Abbé Dutheil, recently appointed to a 
bishopric, sat opposite them with old M. Grossetête. As 
they went through the Place d'Aine, Véronique's émotion 
was almost uncontrollable ; her face contracted ; every 
muscle quivered with the pain; she snatched up her 
child, and held him tightly to her in a convulsive grasp^ 
while La Sauviat tried to cover her émotion by following 
her example — ^it seemed that La Sauviat was not unpre- 
pared for something of this kind. 

Chance so ordered it that Mme. Graslin caught a 
glimpse of the house where her father had lived ; she 
dutched Mme. Sauviat's hand, great tears filled her eves 
and rolled down her cheeks. When Limoges was fau'ly 
left behind, she turned and took a last farewefl dance ; and 
ail her friends noticed a certain look of happmess in her 
bec. When the public prosecutor, the young man of 
five-and-twenty whom she had declined to marry, came 
up and kissed her hand with lively expressions ot regret, 
the newly-made Bishop noticed something strange in 
Véronique's eyes: the dark pupils dilated till the blue 
became a thin ring about them. It was unmistakable 
that some violent révulsion took place within her. 

^ Now I shall never see him again ! ' she said in her 
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mother's ear, but there was not the slightest trace of feel- 
ing in the impassive old face as Mme. Sauviat received 
that confidence. 

Grossetête, the shrewd old banker, sitting opposite, 
watching the women with keen eyes, had not discovered 
that Véronique hated this man, whom for that matter 
she received as a visitor. In things of this kind a 
churchman is hr clearer-sighted than other men, and 
the Bishop surprised Véronique by a glance that revealed 
an ecclesiastic's perspicacity. 

* You hâve no reeret in leaving Limoges ? ' the Bishop 
said to Mme. Graslin. 

^ You are leaving the town,' she replied. ^ And M. 
Grossetête scarcely ever comes among us now,* she added, 
with a smile for her old friend as he said good-bye. 

The Bishop went the whole of the way to Montégnac 
with Véronique. 

^ I ought to hâve made this joumey in mourning/ 
she said in her mother's ear as they walked up the hill 
near Saint-Léonard. 

The old woman turned her crabbed, wrinkled face, 
and laid her finger on her lips ; then she pointed to the 
Bishop, who was giving the cbild a terrible scrutiny. 
Her mother's gesture first, and yet more the significant 
expression in the Bishop's eyes, made Mme. Graslin 
shudder. The light died out of her.£ice as she looked 
out across the wide erey stretch of plain before Mon- 
tégnac, and melancholy overcame her. AU at once she 
saw the curé coming to meet her, and made him take a 
seat in the carriage. 

* This is your domain,' said M. Bonnet, indicating the 
level waste. 
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IV 

MADAME GRASLIN AT MONTÉGNAC. 

In a few moments the township of Montégnac cai 
in stght ; the hillside and the conspicuous new buildii 
upon it shone golden in the light of the sunset ; it ¥ ■ 
lovely landscape like an oasis in the désert, with a pictur- 
esque charm of its own, due to the contrast with iti 
setting. Mme. Graslin's eyes began to fill with tean. 
The curé pointed out a broad white track like a scar on 
the hillside. 

^ That is what my parishioners hâve done to show their 
gratitude to their lady of the manor,' he said. ^ We 
can drive the whole way to the château. The i 
finished now, and has not cost you a sou ; we shaii 1 
in a row of trees beside it in two months' time. 
Lord Bishop can imagine how much toil, thought, an 
dévotion went to the making of such a chan^.' 

^ And they hâve done this themselves r said the 
Bishop. 

^ They would take nothing in return, my lord. The 
poorest lent a hand, for they ail knew that one to 
would be like a mother to them was coming to ir 
among us.' 

There was a crowd at the foot of the hill, ail th< 
village was there. Guns were fired ofF, and mortar» 
exploded, and then the two prettiest girls of Montéenai 
in white dresses, came to oiFer flowers and fruit t 
Mme. Graslin. 

^That I should be welcomed hère like thisl* si 
cried, dutching M. Bonnet's hand as if she ièlt ti 
she was falling over a précipice. 

The crowd went up as far as the great iron gatewaji 
whence Mme. Graslin could see her château. At fini 
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sight the splendour of her dwelling was a shock to her. 
Stone for building is scarce in this district, for the native 
granité is hard and exceedingly difficult to work; so 
Graslin's architect had used brick for the main body of 
the great building, there being plenty of brick earth in 
the forest of Montégnac, and wood for the felling, Ali 
the woodwork and stone in fact came also from the forest 
and the quarries in it. But for thèse économies, Grasiin 
must hâve been put to a ruinous expense ; but as it was, 
the principal outlay was for wages, carnage, and salaries, 
and the money circulating in the township had put new 
life into it. 

At a first glance the château stood up a huge red 
mass, scored with dark lines of mortar, and outlined with 
grey, for the facings and quoins and the string courses 
along each story were of granité, each block beine eut 
in &cets diamond fashion. The sur&ce of the orick 
walls round the courtyard (a sloping oval Uke the court- 
yard of Versailles) was broken by slabs of granité sur- 
rounded by bosses, and set at equal distances. Shrubs 
had been planted under the walls, with a view to obtaining 
the contrasts of their various foliage. Two handsome 
iron gateways gave access on the one hand to the terrace 
which overlooked Montégnac, and on the other to a £uin 
nd outbuildings. The great gatewav at the summit of 
le new road, which had just been nnished, had a neat 
dge on either side, built in the style of the sixteenth 
intury. 

The façade of the château fronted the courtyard and 

ced the west. It consisted of three towers, the central 

t( Ts being connected with the one on either «de of it 

by two wings. The back of the house was precisely 

lilar, and looked over the gardens towards the east. 

Il nere was but one window in each tower on the side of 

i courtyard and gardens, each wing having three. 

he centre tower was built something after the fashion 

ir a campanile, the corner stones were vermiculated, and 
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hère some délicate sculptured work had been sparinglj 
introduced. Art is timid in the provinces ; and though ifl 
1829 some progress had been made in architectiu 
ornament (thanks to certain writers), the owners of hou 
shrank at that time from an expense which lack of coi 
pétition and scarcity of craftsmen rendered soi 
formidable. 

The tower at either end (three Windows in depth) 
was crowned by a high-pitched roof, with a granité 
balustrade hj way of décoration; each angle of the 
pyramid was sharply eut by an élégant balcony lined 
with lead, and surrounded by cast-iron railing^ and 
an elegantly sculptured window occupying each side of 
the roof. Ail the door and window cornices on each 
story were likewise ornamented with carved work copied 
from Genoese palace fronts. The three side Windows of 
the southern tower looked out over Montégnac, the 
northern gave a view of the forest. 

From the eastern windows you could see beyond the 
gardens that part of Mont^nac where the Taschera 
had lived, and far down below in the vaUey the r 
which led to the chief town in the arrondissement. From 
the west front which gave upon the courtyard, you saw 
the wide map of the plain stretching away on the Mon- 
tégnac side to the mountains of the Corrèze, and 
elsewhere to the circle of the horizon, where it blended 
with the sky. 

The wings were low, the single story being built in 
the mansard roof, in the old French style, but the 1 n 
at either end rose a story higher. The central t( « 
was crowned by a sort of flattened dôme like the Cloc 
Towers of the Tuileries or the. Louvre ; the single ro 
in the turret was a sort of belvédère, and fittcâ witti a 
turret-clock. Rid^e tiles had been used for economj 
sake ; the massive balks of timber from the forest readiiy 
carried the enormous weight of the roof. 

Graslin's ^ folly,' as he called the château, had brought 
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five hundred thousand francs into the commune. He 
had planned the road before he died, and the commune 
out of gratitude had finished it. Montégnac had more- 
over grown considerably. Behind the stables and out- 
buîldings, on the north side of the hill where it dopes 
gradually down into the plain, Graslin had begun to 
build the steadings of a &rm on a large scale, which 
showed that he had meant to turn the waste land in the 
plain to account. The plantations considered indis- 
pensable by M. Bonnet were still proceeding under the 
direction of a head gardener with six men, who were 
lodged in the outbuildings. 

The whole ground floor of the château, taken up by 
sitting-rooms, had been splendidly fiimished, but the 
second story was rather bare, M. Graslin's death having 
suspended the upholsterer's opérations. 

' Ah ! my lord,' said Mme. Graslin, tuming to the 
Bishop, after they had been through the château, ^I had 
thought to live hère in a thatched cottage. Poor M. 

^ Graslin committed many fcdlies * 

j. ^ And you ' the 6ishop added, after a pause, and 

' Mme. Graslin's light shudder did not escape him — ^you 

Iare about to do charitable deeds, are you not ? * 
She went to her mother, who held little Francis by 
^the hand, laid her hand on the old woman*s arm, and 
went with the two as &r as the long terrace which rose 
above the church and the parsonage ; ail the houses in 
the village, rising stepwise up the hillside, could be seen 
3at once. The curé took possession of M. Dutheil, and 
began to point out the varions features of the landscape ; 
but the eyes of both ecclesiastics soon turned to the 
I* rrace, lere Véronique and her mother «(oott motion- 
^ as Lti , the older woman took out a handkerchief 

^ 1 ped ner eyes, her daughter leant upon the balus- 
[j le, and seemed to be pointing out the church below. 

* What is the nutter, madame i * the Curé Bonnet 
I, :ed, turning to La Sauviat. 



e 



99 
ta 

Ml 

in 



144 T^^^ Country Parson 

^ Nothing,' answered Mme. Graslin, coming towards 
the two priests and facing them. ^ I did not know that 
the churchyard would be right under my eyes * 

^ You can hâve it removed ; the law is on your side.' 

^ The lûfê ! * the words broke from her like a cry of pain. 

Again the Bishop looked at Véronique. But she-— 
tired of meeting that sombre glance, which seemed to lay 
bare the soûl and discover her secret in its depths, a 
secret buried in a grave in that churchyard — cried out — 

* Very well, then — y es ! * 

The Bishop laid his hand over his eyes, so overwhelmed 
by this, that for some moments he stood lost in thought. 

^ Hold her up,' cried the old mother ; ^ she is turning 
pale.' 

^ The air hère is so keen, I hâve taken a chill,' mur- 
mured Mme. Graslin, and she sank faindng as the two 
ecclesiastics caught her in their arms. They carried her 
into the house, and when she came to herself again she 
saw the Bishop and the curé kneeling in prayer for her. 

'May the angel which has visited you ever stay 
beside you ! ' the Bishop said,as he gave her his blessing. 
' Adieu, niy daughter.' 

Mme. Graslin burst into tears at the words. 

' Is she really saved ? ' cried the old mother. 

^ In this world and in the next,' the Bishop turned to 
answer, as he left the room. 

Mme. Graslin had been carried by her mother's orden 
to a room on the first floor of the southern tower ; the 
Windows looked out upon the churchyard and the south 
side of Montégnac. Hère she chose to remain, and 
installed herself there as best she could with her maid 
Aline, and little Francis. Mme. Sauviat's room natundly: 
was near her daughter's. 

It was some days before Mme. Graslin recovered ih>m .{ 
the cruel agitation which prostrated her on the day ci 
lier arrivai, and, moreover, her mother insisted that she 
lust stay in bed in the morning. In the evening^ 
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however, Véronique came to sit on a bench on the terrace, 
and looked down on the church and parsonage and into 
the churchyard. In spite of mute opposition on Mme. 
Sauviat's part, Véronique contracted a habit of always 
sitting in the same place and giving way to melancholy 
broodings ; it was almost a mania. 

' Madame is dying,' Aline said to the old mother. 

At last the two women spoke to the curé ; and he, 
good man, who had shrunk from intruding himself upon 
Mme. Graslin, came assiduously to see her when he 
learned that she was suiFering from $ome malady of the 
soûl, carefuUy timing his visits so that he alway» found 
Véronique and the child, both in mourning, out on the 
terrace. The country was already beginning to look 
dreary and sombre in the early days of October, 

When Véronique first came to the château, M. 
Bonnet had seen at once that she was sufFering from 
some hidden wound, but he tbought it better to wait 
until his future pénitent should give him ber confidence. 
One evening, however, he saw an expression in Mme. 
Graslin's eyes that warned him to hesitate no longer — 
the dull apathy of a mfnd brooding over the tbought of 
death. He set himself to check the progress of this cruel 
disease of the mind, 

At first there was a sort of struggle between ihem, a 
fence of cmpty words, each of them striving to disguise 
their thoughts. The evening was chilly, but for ail that, 
Véronique sat out on the granité bench with little 
Francis on her knee. She could not see the churchyard, 
for Mme. Sauviat, leaning against the parapet, deliberately 
hhut it out from sight. Aline stood waiting to take the 
child in-doors. It was the seventh time that the curé 
jiad found Véronique there on the terrace. He spoke-^- 
^ ^ I used to think that you were merely sad, madame, 
Jbut,' and he lowered his voice and spoke in her ear, ^this 

despair. Despair is neither Christian nor Catholic,' 

^ Oh ! ^ she exclaimed, with an intent ghncie %t. \!ë9^ 
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sky, and a bitter smile stole over her lips, ^what would 
the Church leave to a damned soûl, it not despair ? ' 

Her words revealed to the curé how far this soûl had 
been laid waste. 

' Ah ! you are making for yourself a hell out of this 
hillside, when it should rather be a Calvary whence your 
soûl might lift itself up towards Heaven.' 

^ I am too humble now,' she said, ^ to put myself on 
such a pedestal,' and her tone was a révélation of the 
depth of her self-scorn. 

Then a sudden light flashed across the curé — one of 
the inspirations which corne so often and so naturally to 
noble and pure soûls who live with God. He took up 
the child and kissed him on the forehead. ^ Poor litde 
one ! ' he said, in a fotherly voice, and gave the child to 
the nurse, who took him away. Mme. Sauviat looked at 
her daughter, and saw how powerfully those words had 
wrought on her, for Véronîque*s eyes, long dry, wcrc 
wet with tears. Then she too went, with a sign to the 
priest. 

^ Will you take a walk on the terrace ? ' suggested BiL 
Bonnet when they were alone. ^ You are in my charge } 
I am accountable to God for your sick soûl,' and they 
went towards the end of the terrace above ' Tascheronf*.' 

^ Leave me to recover ftom my prostration,' she taid* 

^Your prostration is the result of pernicious brood-, 
ings.' 

^ Yes,' she said, with the naïveté of pain, too soiely 
troubled to fence any longer. 

' I see,' he answered ; ^ you hâve sunk into the depthl 
of indifférence. If physical pain passes a certain poin 
it extinguishes modesty, and so it is with mental anguisi 
it reaches a degree when the soûl grows faint within 
I know.* 

Véronique was not prepared for this subtle obsem 
tion and tender pity in M. Bonnet ; but as has be 
seen already, the quick sympathies of a heart unjaded l 
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émotion of its own had taught him to detect and feel the 
pain of others among his flock with the maternai instinct 
of a woman. This apostolic tenderness, this mens 
divimoTy raises the priest above his fellow-men and makes 
of him a being divine. Mme. Graslin had not as yet 
looked deep enough into the curé's nature to discover the 
beauty hidden away in that soûl, the source of its grâce 
and freshness and its inner life. 

' Ah ! monsieur . . .' she began, and a glance and a 
gesture, such a gesture and glance as the dying give, put 
her secret into his keeping. 

'I understand!' he answered. ^But what then ? 
What is to be done ? ' 

Silently they went along the terrace towards the plain. 
To the bearer of good tidings, the son of Christ, the 
solemn moment seemed propitious. 

^Suppose that you stood now before the Throne of 
God,' he said, and his voice grew low and mysterious, 
^ what would you say to Him ? ' 

Mme. Graslin stopped short as if thunderstruck ; a 
light shudder ran through her. 

< I should say to Him as Christ said, ^ My Father, 
Thou hast forsaken me ! " ' she answered sim[My. The 
tones of her voice brought tears to the curé's eyes. 

^ Oh Magdalen, those are the very words I was wait- 
îng to hear ! ' he exclaimed, unaUe to refuse his admira- 
tion. ^ You see, you appeal to God's justice ! Listen, 
madame, Religion is the nile of God before the time. 
The Church reserves the right of iudgment in ail that 
concerns the soûl. Man's justice is but the faint image 
of God's justice, a pale shaoow of the etemal adapted to 
the temporal needs of society.' 

* What do you mean ? * 

^ You are not judge in your own cause, you are amen- 
able to God; you hâve no right to condemn nor to 
t>ardon yoursdf. God is the great Reviser of judgments, 
piy daughter/ 
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* Ah ! * shc crîed. 

^ He see$ to the origin of ail things, while we on! 
the things themselves.' 

Again Véronique stopped. Thèse ideas were 
to her. 

^ To a soûl as lofty as yours,' he went on cou 
ously, ^ I do not speak as to my poor parishioners ; '. 
it to you to use a différent language. You who 
so cultivated your mind can rise to the knowledge < 
spirit of the Catholic religion, which words and syi 
must express and make visible to the eyes of 
the poor* FoUow what I am about to say ca ill; 
it refers to you; and if the point of view whicn I 
for the moment seems wide, it is none the less youx 
/ case which I am considering. 

^Justice, devised for the protection of soc 
basai upon a theory of the equality of indi' 
Society, which is nothing but an aggregation of 
based on inequality, §0 there is a fondai itai 
crepancy between justice and fact. Shouia t 
exercise a restraining or encouraging influence 01 
progress of society ? In other words, should the 
oppose itself to the internai tendency of society, to 
maintain things as they are ; or, on the other hand^ si 
the law be more flexible, adapt itself, and keep paœ 
the tendency so as to guide it? No maker of 
since men began to live together has taken it 
himself to décide that problem. Ail l tors, 
been content to analyse facts, to indica 
seemed to them to be blameworthy or cnmi ^ ai 
prescribe punishments or rewards. Such r 

has made it. It is powerless to prevent evd^c 
powerless no less to prevent ofFenders who bave 
punished from ofièndine again. 

^ Philanthropy is a sublime error. Philanthropy n 
appliessevert discipline to the body, while it cannol 
the balm which heals the soûl. Philanthropy conc 
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irojects, sets fbrth théories, and leaves mankind to carry 
hem out by means of silence, work, and discipline*^ 
lumb methods, with no virtue in them. Religion knows 
lought of thèse imperfections; for her, life extends beyond 
:his world ; for Religion, we are ail of us fallen créatures 
n a State of dégradation, and it is this very view of 
nankind which opens out tous an inexhaustilMe treasure 
)f indulgence. Ail of us are on tfae way to our complète 
egeneration, some of us are fîirther advanced, and some 
ess, but none of us are infiftUible ; the Churcb is pre- 
)ared for sins, ay, and even for crimes. In a criminai, 
lociety sees an individual to be eut ofF from its midst, 
)ut the Church sees in him a soûl to be saved. And 
nore, far more ! • • • Inspired by God, whose dealings 
¥ith man She watches and ponders, the Church admits 
>ur inequality as human beings, and takes the dispropor« 
ionate burden into account, and we who are so unequal 
n heart, in body or mind, in courage or aptitude, are 
nade equal by repentance. In this, madame, equality is 
K) empty word ; we can be, and are, ail equal through 
)ur sentiments. 

^One idea runs through ail religions, from the un- 
:outb fetichism of the savage to the gracefiil imaginings 
>f the Greek and the profound and ingenious doctrines 
>f India and Egvpt, an idea that finds expression in ail 
:ults joyous or gloomy, a conviction of man's fall and of 
lis sin, whence, everywhere, the idea of sacrifice and 
edemption. 

^ The death of the Redeemer who died for the whole 
luman race is for us a Symbol ; this, too, we must do for 
>urselves; we must redeem our errorsl — ^redeem our! 
iins ! — redeem our crimes ! There is no sin beyond' 
edemption — ail Catholicism lies in that. It is the 
^herefore of the holy sacraments which assist in the 
0rork of grâce and sustain the repentant sinnen Andi 
though one should weep, madame, and sigh like the 
^agdalen in the désert, this is but the beginning — ^an 
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action is the end. The monasteries wept, but acted 
too ; they prayed, but they civilised ; they were the 
active practical spreaders of our divine religion. They 
built, and planted, and tilled Europe ; they rescued tfaîe 
treasures of learning for us ; to them we owe the pte- 
servation of our jurisprudence, our traditions of 8tat&- 
craft and art. The sites of those centres of light will be 
for ever remembered in Europe with gratitude. Most 
modem towns sprang up about a monastery. 

^ If you believe that God is to judge you, the Church^ 
using my voice, tell»- you that there is no sin beyond 
rédemption through die good works of repentancCi 
The evil we hâve wrought is weighed against the good 
that we hâve done by the great hands of God. Be 
yourself a monastery hère ; it is within your power to 
work miracles once more. For you, work must be 
prayer. Your work should be to diffuse happinen 
among those above whom you hâve been set by your 
fortune and your intellect, and in ail ways, even by jour 
natural position, for the height of your château above the 
village is a visible expression of your social position.' 

They were turning towards the plains as he spoke, so 
that the curé could point out the village on the lower 
slopes of the hill and the château towering above it. It 
was half-past four in the afternoon. A shaft of yellow 
sunlight fell across the terrace and the gardens ; it 
lighted up the château and brought out the pattern of 
the gleaming gilt scroU-work on the corner balconiet 
high up on the towers ; it lit the plain which stretched 
intothe distance divided by the road, a sober grey ribbon 
with no embroidery of trees as yet to outline a waving 
green border on either side. Véronique and M. Bonnet 
passed the end of the château and came into the court- 
yard, beyond which the stables and farm buildings laj 
' I sight, and further yet the forest of Montégnac ; du 
light slid across the landscape like a lingerinç car • 

en when the last glow of the sunset had faded excepc 
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ftom the highest hills, it was sdU light enough in the 
plain below to see aU the chance efFects of colour in the 
splendid tapestiy of an autumn forest spread between 
Montégnac and the first peak of the chain of the Conrèze. 
The oak-trees stood out like masses of Florentine bronze 
among the verdigris greens of the walnuts and chestnuts ; 
the leaves of a few trees, the first to change, shone like 
gold among the others ; and ail thèse différent shades of 
colour were emphasised hj the grey patches of bare 
earth. The trunks of leafless trees looked like pale 
columns $ and every tint, red, tawny, and grey, pictur- 
esquely blended in the i»le October sunshine, made a 
harmony of colour with the fertile lowland, where the 
vast fallows were green as stagnant water. Not a tree 
stirred, not a bird — death in the plain, silence in the 
forest ; a thought in the priest's mind, as yet unuttere^ 
was to be the sole comment on that dumb beauty* A 
streak of smoke rose hère and there from the thatched 
roois of the village. The château seemed sombre as its 
mistress's mood, for there is a mysterious law of uni- 
fbrmity, in virtue of which the house takes its character 
from the dominant nature within it, a subtle présence 
which hovers throughout. The sensé of the curé's 
words had reached Mme. Graslin's brain ; they had gone 
to her heart with ail the force of conviction ; the angelic 
résonance of his voice had stirred her tenderness ; $he 
stopped suddenly short. The curé stretched his arm out 
towards the forest ; Véronique looked at him. 

^ Do you not see a dim resemblance between this and 
the life of humanity ? His own hte for each of us ! 
And what unequal lots there are among that mass of trees. 
Those on the highest ground hâve poorer soil and less 
water ; they are the first to die * 

^ And some are eut down in the graee of their youth by 
some woman gathering wood ! ' she said bitterly. 

^ Do not give way to those feelings again,' he answered 
firmly, but with indulgence in his manner. ^The forest 
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has not been eut down, and that bas been its ruiti. Do 
you see something yonder there among the dense fbrest 7 ' 

Véronique could scarcely distinguish between the usual 
and unusual in a forest, but she obediently looked in the 
reqUired direction, and then timidly at the curé. 

^Do you not observe,' he said, seeing in that glance 
that Véronique did not understand, ^ that there are strips 
where ail the trees of every kind are still green ? ' 

* Oh, so there are ! ' she cried. * How is it ? ' 

^ In those strips of green lies a fortune for Montégnac 
and for you — 3. vast fortune, as I pointed out to M. Graslin. 
You can see three furrows ; those are three valleys, the 
streams there are lost in the torrent-bed of the Gabou. 
The Gabou is the boundary Une between us and the next 
commune. AU through September and October it is 
dry, but when November comes it will be fîill. Ail 
that water runs to waste ; but it would be easy to make 
one or two weirs across from side to side of the valley to 
keep back the water (as Riquet did at Saint-Ferréol, 
where there are huge réservoirs which supply the 
Languedoc canal) ; and it would be easy to increase the 
volume of the water by turning several little streams in 
the forest into the river. Wisely distributing it as 
required, by means of sluices and irrigation trenches, the 
whole plain can be brought into cultivation, and the 
overflow, besides, could be turned into our little river. 

^ You will hâve fine poplars along ail the channek, and 
you will raise cattle in the finest possible meadows. 
What is grass but water and sun ? You could grow 
corn in the plain, there is quite enough depth of earth ; 
with so many trenches there will be moisture to enrich 
the soil ; the poplar-trees will flourish along the channels 
and attract the rain clouds, and the fields will absorb the 
principles of the rain : thèse are the secrets of the luxuri- 
ant greenness of the valleys. Some day you will see life 
and joy and stir instead of this prevailing silence and 
barren dreariness. Wiii not this be a noble prayer i 
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Will n6t thèse thitigs oocupy jrour idlcneM better than 
melancholy broodings î * 

Véronique grasped the curé's hand, and made but a 
brief answer, but that answer was grand — 

^ It shall be done, monsieur.' 

^ You hâve a conception of this great thing,' he began 
again, ^ but you will not carry it eut yourself. Neither 
you nor I hâve knowledge enough for the réalisation of 
i thought which might occur to any one, but that raises 
immense practical difficulties; for simple and almost 
invisible as those difficulties are, they call for the most 
iccurate skill of science» So to-morrow begin your 
>earch for the human instruments which, in a dozen 
)rears' time, will contrive that the six thousand acres thus 
brought into cultivation shall yield you an income of six 
or seven thousand louis d'or. The undertaking will make 
Montégnac one of the richest communes in the depart- 
ment some day. The forest brings in nothing as yet ; 
3ut sooner or later buyers will come hère for the splendid 
timber, treasures slowly accumulated by time, the only 
:reasures which man cannot procure saxe by patient 
kvaiting, and cannot do without. Perhaps some day 
[who knows) the Government will take steps to opén 
jp ways of transporting timber grown hère to its dock- 
irards ; but the Government will wait until Montégnac 
s ten times its présent size before giving its fostering 
lid; for the Government, like Fortune, gives only to 
:hose who hâve. By that time this estate will be one 
)f the finest in France ; it will be the pride of your 
^randson, who may possibly find the château too s mail 
n proportion to bis income/ 

* That is a future for me to live for,* said Véronique. 

^Such a work might redeem many errors,' said the 
:uré. 

Seeing that he was understood, he endeavoured to 
;end a last shaft home by way of her intelligence ; he 
lad divined that in the woman before him the heart 
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could onlj be reached through the brain; whereas^ in 
other women, the way to the brain lies through the 
heart. 

^ Do you know what a great mistake you are makingf 
he asked, after a pause. 

She looked at him with frightened eyes. 

^ Your repentance as yet is only the consciousness of 
a defeat. If there is anything fearnil, it is the despair of 
Satan ; and perhaps man's repentance was like this beibre 
Jésus Christ came on earth. But for us Catholics, 
repentance is the horror which seizes on a soûl hurryine 
on its downward course, and in that shock God reveab 
Himself. You are like a Pagan Orestes; become a 
Saint Paul ! ' 

^ Your words hâve just wrought a complète change in 
me,' she cried. ^ Now, oh ! I want to live ! ' 

^ The spirit has overcome,' the humble priest said to 
himself, as he went away, glad at heart. He had fbund {^ 
fbod for the secret despair which was gnawins Mme. 
Graslin, by giving to her repentance the form of a good 
and noble deed. 

The very next day, therefore, Véronique wrote to 
M. Grossetête, and in answer to her letter three saddle- 
horses arrived from Limoges for her in less than a week, 
M. Bonnet made inquiries, and sent the postmaster's son 
to the château ; the young fellow, Maurice Champion 
by name, was only too pleased to put himself at Mme. 
Graslin's disposai, with a chance of earning some fiftv 
crowns. Véronique took a liking for the lad — roun^ 
faced, black-eyed, and black-haired, short, and well 
built — and he was at once installed as groom ; he was to 
ride out with his mistress and to tsdke charge of the 
horses. 

The head forester at Montégnac was a native of 
Limoges, an old quartermaster m the Royal Guard.:. 
He had been transferred from anothcr estate when the ' ' 
Duc de Navarreins began to think of selling the 
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Montégnac lands, and wanted information to guide him 
in the matter ; but in Montémac Forest Jérôme Colorât 
only saw waste land, never likely to come under cultiva- 
tion, dmber valueless for lack of means of transport, 
gardens run wild, and a castle in ruins, calling for a 
vast outlay if it was to be set in order and made habit- 
able. He saw wide rock-strewn spaces and con- 
spicuous grey patches of granité even in the forest, and 
the honest but unintdligent servant took fright at thèse 
things. This was how the property had come into the 
market. 

Mme. Graslin sent for this forester. 

^Colorât,' she said, ^I shall most probaUy ride out 
to-morrow morning and every foUowing (faiy. You 
should know the différent bits of outlying land which 
M. Graslin added to the estate, and you must point 
them out to me; I want to see everything for 
myself.' 

The servants at the château were delighted at this 
change in V éronique's life. Aline found out her mistress's 
old black riding habit, and mended it, without being 
told to do so, and next morning, with inexpressible 
pleasure, Mme. Sauviat saw her daughter dressed for a 
riding excursion. With Champion and the forester 
as her guides, Mme. Graslin set herself first of ail to 
climb the heights. She wanted to understand the 
position of the dopes and the glens, the natural roadways 
cleft in the long ridée of the mountain. She would 
measure her task, study the course of the streams, and 
see the rough materisu of the curé's schemes. The 
forester and Champion were often obliged to consult 
their memories, for the mountain paths were scarcely 
visible in that wild country. Colorât went in front, 
and Champion foUowed a fow paces from her side. 

So long as they kept to the denser forest, climbing 
and descending the continuai undulations of a Fren^ 
mountain district, its wonders filled Véronique's mind. 
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The mighty trees which had stood for centuries anuused 
her, until the saw %o many that they ceawd to be a 
surprise. Then others succeedcd, fuU grown and ready 
for feUing ; or in a forest clearing some single pine risen 
to giant height ; or, stranger stilT) some common shrub^ 
a dwarf growth ebewhere, hère risen, uiider some un- 
usual conditions, to the height of a tree near as old 
as the soil in which it grew. The wreaths of mist 
rolling over the bare rocks fiQed her with indescribable 
foelings» Higher yet, pale fîirrows eut by the melting 
snows looked like scars far up on the mountain sides ; 
chère were bleak ravines in which no plant grew, hillside 
slopes where the soil had been washed away, leaving 
bare the rock clefts, where the hundred-year-old ches^* 
nuts grew straight and tall as pines in the Alps ; some- 
times they went by vast shifting sands, or boggy places 
where the trees are few; by &llen masses of eranite, 
overhanging crags, dark glens, wide stretches of bumt 
grass or moor, where the heather was still in bloom, 
arid and lonely spots where the caper grows and the 
Juniper, then dirough meadows covered with fine short 
grass, where the rich alluvial soil had been brought down 
and deposited centurv after century by the mountain 
torrents; in short, tnis rapid ride gave her something 
like a bird's-eye view of the land, a glimpse of the 
dreariness and grandeur, the strength and sweetness, of 
nature's wilder moods in the mountain country of mid* 
hnd France. And by dint of gazing at thèse pictures 
so various in form, but instinct with the same thoueht, 
the deep sadness expressed by the wild ruincd land in 
its barrenncss and neglect passed into her own thoughts, 
and found a response in her secret soûl. As, through 
some gap in the woods, she looked down on the grey 
stretch of plain below, or when thcir way led up some 
parched ravine where a few stunted shrubs starved among 
the boulders and the sand, by sheer réitération of the 
s»me sights she fêU under the influence of this stem 
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sceneiy ; it called up new ideas in her mind, stirred to 
a sensé of the signiiicance undertying thèse outward and 
visible forms. There is no spot in a forest but has 
this inner sensé, not a clearing, not a thicket, but has 
an analogy in the labyrinth of the human thought. 

Who is there with a thinking brain or a wounded 
heart that can pass through a forest and find the forest 
dumb ? Before you are aware its voice is in your ears, 
a soothing or an awfiil roice, but more often soothing 
than awÀjl. And if you were to examine very closely 
into the causes of this sensation, this solemn, incomplex, 
subduing, and mysterious forest^influence that cornes 
over you, perhaps you wiU find its source in the sublime 
and subtle efFect of the présence of so many créatures 
ail obedient to their desdnies, immovaUe in submission. 
Sooner or later the overwhelming sensé of the abiding* 
ness of nature fills your heart and stirs deeper feelings, 
until at length vou grow restlest to find God in it. 
And so it was that widi the silence of the mountain 
heights about her, out in the pure clear air with the 
forest scents in it, Véronique recovered, as she told M. 
Bonnet in the evening, the certain^ of Divine mercy. 
She had glimpses of the possibility 01 an order of thiags 
above and beyond that in which ner musings had hithc^ 
to revolved. She fdt something like happiness. For a 
long time past she had not known such peace. Could it 
hâve been that she was consdous of a certain likeness 
between this country and the waste and driedrup places 
in her own soûl ? Did she look with a certain exultation 
on the troubles of nature with some thought that mattor 
was punished hère for no sin f Certain it is that her 
inner self was strongly stirred* 

More than once Colorât and Champion looked at her, 
and then at each odier, as if for them she were tranSf- 
figured. One spot in puticuha* that they reached in 
the steep bed of » dry torrent seemed to V éronique to 
be unspâdubly orid* It wts with a certain surprise that 
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she found herself longing to hear the sound of ialling 
water in those scorching ravines. 

^ Always to love ! ' she thought, The words seemed 
like a reproach spoken aloud by a voice. In confusion 
she urged her horse blindly up towards the summit of 
the mountain of the Corrèze, and in spite of her guides 
dashed up to the top (called the Living Rock), and stood 
there alone. For several moments she scanned the whok 
country below her. She had heard the secret voices of 
so many existences asking to live, and now something 
took place within her tbsLt determined her to dévote 
herself to this work with ail the persévérance which she 
had already displayed to admiration. She tied her hone's 
bridle to a tree and sat down on a slab of rock. Her 
eyes wandered over the land where nature showed her- 
self so harsh a step-dame, and felt within her own heart 
something of the mother's yearning which she had felt 
over her child. Her half-unconscious méditations, which. 
to use her own beautifid metaphor, ^ had sifted her heart^ 
had prepared her to receive the sublime teaching of the 
scène that lay befbre her. 

^It was tnen/she told the curé, ^ that I understood 
that our soûls need to be tilled quite as much as the 
land.* 

The pale November sunlight shone over the wide 
landscape, but already a few grey douds were gathering, 
driven across the sky by a cold west wind. It was now 
about three o'clock. Véronique had taken four houn 
to reach the point ; but, as is the wont of those who are 
gnawed by profound inward misery, she gave no heed to 
anvthing without. At that moment her life shared the 
sublime movement of nature and dilated within her. 

^Do not stay up there any longer, madame,* 1 a 
man's voice, and something in its tone thrillea i ; 
^ You cannot reach home again in any direction if y 
do, for the nearest house lies a couple of leagues away. 
and it is impossible to find your way through the fon 
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in the dark. And even those risks are nothing compared 
with the risk you are running where you are ; in a few 
moments it will be deadly cold on the peak; no one 
knows the why or wherefore, but it has been tiie death 
of many a one before now.' 

Mme. Graslin, looking down, saw a face almost black 
with sunburn, and two eyes that gleamed from it like 
tongues of iire. A shock of brown hair hung on either 
side of the face, and a long pointed beard wagged 
beneath it. The owner of the face respectfuUy raised 
one of the great broad-brimmed hats which the peasantry 
wear in the midland districts of France, and displayed a 
bald but magnificent brow, such as sometimes in a poor 
man compels the attention of passers-by. Véronique 
felt not the slightest fear; for a woman in such a position 
as hers, ail the petty considérations which cause féminine 
tremors hâve ceased to exist. 

^ How did you come there ? ' she asked him. 

* I live hère, hard by,' the stranger answered. 

^ And what do you do in this out-of-the-way place ? ' 
asked Véronique. 

«lUveinit.' 

^ But how, and on what do you live V 

^ They pay me a trifle for looking after this part of the . 
forest,' he said, pointing to the slopesof the peaîk omositt yX^ 
the plains of Montégnac. As he moved, Mme. Graslia /^l. 
caught sight of a game-bag and the muzzle of a g^n, '^. 
and any misgivings she might hâve entertained vanish< 
fbrthwith. 

* Are you a keeper ? * 
^ No, madame. You can't be a keeper until you hâve 

been sworn, and you can't take the oath unless you hâve 
ail your civic rights * 

* Then, who are you ? ' 
^ I am Farrabesche,' said the man, in deep humility, 

Mth his eyes on the eround. 

The name told Mme. Graslin nothing. She lookai 




i6o The Country Parson 

at the man before her. In an exceedingly kindly face 
there were signs of latent savagery ; the uneven teeth 
gave an ironical turn, a suggestion of evil hardihood to 
the mouth and blood-red lips. In person he was of 
middie height, broad in the shoulders, short in the neck, 
which was very full and deeply sunk. He had the large 
hairy hands characteristic of violent tempered people 
capable of abusing their physical advantages. His ûtst 
words suggested some mystery, and his bearing, face, and 
figure ail combined to give to that mystery a terrible 
interprétation. 

• So you are in my employ ? * Véronique said genthr. 
'Then hâve I the honour of sp^king to Mme. 

Graslin ? * asked Farrabesche. 

' Yes, my friend,' said she. 

Farrabesche vanished wlth the speed of some wild 
créature after a frightened glance at his mistresa. 
Véronique hastily mounted and went down to her two 
servants ; the men were growing uneasy about her, for 
the inexplicable unwholesomeness of the Living Rock 
was well known in the country. Colorât begged her to 
go '^wn a little valley into the plain. ^ It would be 
d^i^rous to return by the higher ground,' he said ; the 
td^s were hard to find, and crossed each other, and in 
Sf^te of his knowledge of the country, he might lote 
self. 

nce in the plain, Véronique slackened the pace of 
horse. 

'Who is this Farrabesche whom you employ?' she 
asked, turning to the head forester* 

' Did madame meet him ? ' exclaimed Colorât. 

* Yes, but he ran away.* 

^ Poor fellow ! Perhaps he does not know how kind 
madame is.' 

^ But, after ail, what has he done ? ' 

^ Why, madame, Farrabesche is a murderer,' Champion 
blurted out. 
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^Then, of course, he was pardonpd, was he not?' 
Véronique asked in a tremulous voice. 

' No, madame,' Colorât answered. ' Farrabesche was 
tried at the Âssizes, and condemned to ten years' pénal 
servitude; but he only did half his time, for they let him ofF 
the rest of the sentence ; he came back from the hulks in 
1827. ^^ owes his life to M. le Curé, who persuaded 
him to give himself up. Judged by default, and 
sentenced to death, they would hâve caught him sooner 
or later, and he would hâve been in a bad way. M. 
Bonnet went out to look for him at the risk of his life. 
Nobody knows what he said to Farrabesche j they Were 
alone for a couple of days ; on the third he brought 
Farrabesche back to Tulle, and there he gave himself up. 
M. Bonnet went to see a clever lawyer, and got him to 
take up Farrabesche's case; and Farrabesche came oiF 
wîth ten years in jail. M. le Curé used to go to see him 
while he was in prison ; and that fellow yonder, who was 
a terror to the whole countryside, grew as meek as any 
maid, and let them take him ofF to prison quietly. 
When he came out again, he settled down hereabouts 
under M. le Curé*s direction. People mind what they 
say to him ; he always goes on Sundays and holidays to 
the services and to mass. He has a seat in the church 
along with the rest of us, but he always keeps by himself 
close to the wall. He takes the sacrament from time 
to time, but at the Communion-table he keeps apart too.' 

^ And this man has killed another man ! ' 

^ One ? ' asked Colorât ; ^ he has killed a ^ood many, he 
has ! But he is not a bad sort for ail that. 

* Is it possible ? ' cried Véronique, and in her amaze- 
ment she let the bridle fall on the horse's neck. 

The head forester asked nothing better than to tell the 
taie. 

^You see, madame,' he said, ^Farrabesche maybe 
was in the right at bottom. He was the last of the 
Farrabesches, an old femily in the Corrèze ; ay, yes ! 
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His eldest brother, Captain Farrabesche, was killed just 
ten years before in Italy, at Montenotte j only twenty- 
two he was, and a captain ! That is what vou might 
call bad luck, now, isn't it ? And he had a Uttle book- 
learning too ; he could read and write, and he had made 
up his mind to be a gênerai. They were sorry at home 
when he died, as well they might be, indeed ! I was in 
the army with The Other^ then ^ and I heard talk of his 
death. Oh ! Captain Farrabesche fell gloriously ; he 
saved the army, he did, and the Little Corporal ! I was 
serving at that time under General Steingel, a German 
— that is to say, an Âlsatian — a fine soldier he was, but 
shortsighted, and that was how he came by his end, some 
time after Captain Farrabesche. The youngest boy, 
that is the one yonder, was just six years old when ne 
heard them talking about his big brother's death. The 
second brother went into the army too, but he went as a 
pri vate soldier ; and died a sergeant, first régiment of the 
Guard, a fine post, at the battle of Âusterlitz, where, 
you see, madame, they manœuvred us ail as smoothly as 
if it had been review day at the Tuileries. ... I was : 
there myself. Oh ! I was lucky ; I went through ît ail, 
and never came in for a single wound. • . . Well, thâi, 
our Farrabesche, the youngest, brave though he was, 
took it into his head that he would not go for a soldier. 
And 'tis a fact, the army did not suit that iàmily. 
When the sous-prefet wanted him in 1811, he took to 
the woods; a 'refractory conscript,' eh! that 's what 
they used to call them. Thereupon a gang of chauffturi 
got hold of him by fair means or foui, and he took to j 
warming people's feet at last ! You understand that no | 
one except M. le Curé knows what he did along with ' 
those rascals, asking their pardon ! Many a brush b 
had with the gendarmes, and the regular troops as well 
First and last he has seen seven skirmishes.' 

^ VAutre^ viz. Napoléon. 
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^People say that he killed two soldiers and three 
gendarmes ! ' put in Champion. 

' Who is to know how many ? ' Colorât answered. 
^ He did not tell them. Ât last, madame, almost ail the 
others were caught; but he, an active young fellow, 
knowing the country as he did, always got away, That 
gang of chauffeurs used to hang on the outskirts of Brives 
and Tulle, and they would often corne over hère to lie 
low, because Farrabesche knew places where they could 
hide easily. Âfter 18 14 nobody troubled about him any 
more, the conscription was abolished ; but he had to 
spend the year 18 15 in the woods. As he could not sit 
down with his arms folded and live, he helped once more 
to stop a coach down below yonder in the ravine ; but 
in the end he took M. le Curé's ad vice, and gave himself 
up. It was not easy to find witnesses ; nobody dared give 
évidence against him. Then M. le Curé and his lawyer 
worked so hard for him, that they let him ofF with ten 
years. He was lucky after being a chauffeur^ for a 
chauffeur he was.' 

' But what is a chauffeur i ' 

^ If you like, madame, I will just tell you the sort of 
thing they did, by ail that I can make out from one and 
another, for you will understand that I was ne ver a 
chauffeur myself. It was not nice, but necessity knows 
no law. It was like this : if they suspected some farmer 
or landowner of having money in his possession, seven or 
eight of them would drop in in the middle of the night, 
and they would light a fire and hâve supper there and 
then ; when supper was over, if the master of the house 
would not give them as much money as they asked, they 
would tie his feet up to the pot-hook at the back of the 
fire, and would not let him go until they had what they 
asked for. That was ail. They came in masks. With so 
many expéditions, there were a few mishaps. Lord ! yes; 
there are obstinate folk and stingy people everywhere. 
There was a farmer once, old Cochegrue, a regular skin- 
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fiint he was, he let them burn his feet ; and, well, the 
man died of it. There was M. David's wife too, not 
&r from Brives ; she died afterwards of the fright they 
gave her, simply seeing them tie her husband's fèet. 
^^Just give them what you hâve !" she said to him as 
she went. He would not, and she showed them the 
hiding-place. For five years the chauffeurs were the 
terror of the countryside ; but get this well into your 
pâte — I beg pardon, madame ! — that more than one of 
them belonged to good families, and that sort of people 
are not the ones to let themselves be nabbed.' 

Mme. Grasiin listened and made no reply. There 
was a moment's pause ; then young Champion, eager to 
interest his mistress in his turn, was anxious to tell what 
he knew of Farrabesche. 

^ Madame ought to hear the whole truth of the matter. 
Farrabesche has not his match on horseback or afoot. 
He will fell an ox with a blow of his iist ! He can 
carry seven hundred-weight, that he can I and there is 
not a better shot anywhere. When I was a little chap 
they used to tell me taies about Farrabesche. One day 
he and three of his comrades were surprised ; they 
fought till one was killed and two were wounded ; well 
and good, Farrabesche saw that he was caught ; bah I 
he jumps on a gendarme's horse behind the man, claps 
spurs to the animal, which bolts ofF at a fiirious gallop 
and is out of sight, he gripping that gendarme round the 
waist ail the time; he hugged the man so tieht that 
after a while he managed to fiing him oiF and ride single 
in the saddle, so he escaped and came by a horse. And 
he had the impudence to sell it directly afterwards ten 
leagues on the other side of Limoges. He lay in hidinp 
for three months after that exploit, and no one coul( 
find him. They oiFered a reward of a hundred louis t( 
any one who would betray him.' 

^ Another time,' added Colorât, ^ as to those hundr 
louis put on his head by the prefect at Tulle:, Farrabescfi' 
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put a cousin of his in thc way of earning it — Giriex it 
was, over at Vizay. His cousin denounced him, and 
seemed as if he meant to give him up. Oh ! he actually 
gave him up ; and very glad the gendarmes were to 
take him to Tulle. But he did not go far ; they had to 
put him in the prison at Lubersac, and he got away the 
very first night, by way of a hole made by one of the 
gang, one Gabilleau, a déserter from the I7th, executed 
at Tulle, who was moved away the night before he 
expected to escape. A pretty character Farrabesche 
gained by thèse adventures. The troop had trusty friends, 
you know. Ând, besides, people liked the chauffeurs. 
Lord, they were quite différent then from what they are 
nowadays, jolly fellows every one of them, that spent 
their moiiey like princes. Just imagine it, madame ; 
finds the gendarmes on his track one evening, dœs he ? 
Well, he slipped through their fingers that time by lying 
twenty-four hours in a pond in a farmyard^^ drawing 
his breath through a hole in the straw at the edge of a 
dung heap. What did a little discomfort like that 
matter to him when he had spent wholc nights up 
among the little branches at the very top of a tree 
where a sparrow could hardly hold, watching the soldiers 
looking for him, passing and repassing below. Farra- 
besche was one of the iive or six chauffeun whom they 
never could catch ; for as he was a fellow-countryman, 
and joined the gang perforce (for, after ail, he only took 
to the woods to escape the conscription), ail the women 
took his part, and that counts for much.' 

^ So Farrabesche has really killed several men,' Mme. 
Graslin said again. 

' Certainly,* Colorât replied ; ' they even say that it was 
he who murdered the traveller in the coach in 18 12; 
but the Courier and postillion, the only witnesses who 
could hâve identified him, were dead when he came up 
for trial.' 

^ Ând the robbcry ? ' asked Mme. Graslin. 
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*Oh! They took ail there was ; but thc five-and* 
twenty thousand francs which they found belonged to 
the Government.' 

For another league Mme. Graslin rode on in silence* 
The Sun had set, and in the moonlight the grey plain 
looked 11 ke the open sea. Once or twice Champion 
and Colorât looked at Mme. Graslin, for her silence 
made them uneasy, and both were greatly disturbed to 
see that her eyes were red with much weeping and fuU of 
tears, which fell drop by drop and glittered on her cheeks. 

* Oh ! don't be sorry for him, madame,' said Colorât 
^The fellow led a jolly life, and has had pretty sweet- 
hearts. And if the police keep an eye on him now, 
he is protected by M. le Curé's esteem and friendship j 
for he repented, and in the convicts' prison he behaved 
in the most exemplary way. Everybody knows that hc 
is as good as the best among us ; only he is so proud, he 
has no mind to lay himself open to any slight, but he 
lives peaceably and does good after his &shion. Over 
the other side of the Living Rock he has ten acres 
or so of young saplings of his own planting; and 
when he secs a place for a tree in the forest, he will 
stick one of them in. Then he lops ofF the dead branches, 
and collects the wood, and does it up in faggots ready 
for poor people. Ând the poor people, knowing that 
they can hâve firewood ail ready for the asking, go 
to him instead of helping themselves and damag- 
ing your woods. So if he still " warms people's fcct," 
as you may say, it does them good now. Farrabesche is 
fond of your forest; he looks after it as if it were 
his own.' 

' Ând yet he lives ! • . . quite alone.' Mme. Graslir 
hastily added the last two words. 

^ Asking your pardon, madame, no. He is bringin{ 
up a little lad ; going fifteen now he is,' said Maurio 
Champion. 

^Faith, yes, that he is^' Colorât remarked^ ^for Li 
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Curieux had that child a good while before Farrabesche 
gave himself up.' 

^ Is it his son ? ' asked Mme. Graslin. 

' Wellj every one thinks so.' 

* And why did he not marry the gîrl ? * 

^ Why ? Because they would hâve caught him ! 
And, besides, when La Curieux knew that he was con- 
demned, she left the neighbourhood, poor thing.' 

* Was she pretty ? * 

' Oh, my mother says that she was very much like — 
dear me ! another girl who left the place too — very much 
like Denise Tascheron.' 

' Was he loved ? ' asked Mme. Graslin. 

' Bah ! yes, because he was a chauffeur ! ' said Colorât. 
' The women always fall in love with anything out of 
the way. But for ail that, nothing astonished people 
hereabouts so much as this love afFair. Catherine 
Curieux was a good girl who lived like a virgîn saint 5 
she was looked on as a paragon of virtue in her neîgh- 
bourhood over at Vizay, a large village in the Corrèze, 
on the boundary of two departments. Her father and 
mother were tenants of M. Brézac's. Catherine Curieux 
was quite seventeen years old at the time of Farrabesche*s 
sentence. The Farrabesches were an old family out of 
the same district, but they settled on the Montégnac 
lands ; they had the largest farm in the village. Farra- 
besche's father and mother are dead now, and La 
Curieux's three sisters are married ; one lives at Aubusson, 
one at Limoges, and one at Saint-Léonard.' 

' Do you think that Farrabesche knows where Catherine 
is ? ' asked Mme. Graslin. 

' If he knew, he would break his bounds. Oh ! he 
would go to her. ... As soon as he came back he asked 
her father and mother (through M. Bonnet) for the 
child. La Curieux's father and mother were taking 
care of the child ; M. Bonnet persuaded them to give 
him up to Farrabesche/ 
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^ Does nobody know what became of her ? ' 

* Bah ! ' said Colorât. 'The lass thought hersclf 
ruined, she was afraid to stop in the place ! She 
went to Paris. What does she do there ? That is the 
rub. As for looking for her in Paris, you might as well 
try to find a marble among the flints there in the plain.' 

Colorât pointed to the plain of Montégnac as he spoke* 
By this time Mme. Graslin was only a few paces from the 
great gateway of the château. Mme. Sauviat, in anxiety, 
was waiting there for her with Aline and the servants $ 
they did not know what to think of so long an absence. 

' Well,' said Mme. Sauviat, as she helped her daughter 
to dismount, ' you must be horribly tired.' 

* No, dear mother,' Mme. Graslin answered, in an un- 
steady voice, and Mme. Sauviat, looking at her daughter, 
saw that she had been weeping for a long time. 

Mme. Graslin went into the house with Aline, her 
confidential servant, and shut herself into her room. She 
would not see her mother ; and when Mme. Sauviat tricd 
to enter, Aline met the old Auvergnate with ' Madame 
is asleep.' 

The next morning Véronique set out on horseback, 
with Maurice as her sole guide. She took the way by 
which they had returned the evening before, so as to 
reach the Living Rock as quickly as might be. As 
they climbed up the ravine which séparâtes the last ridse 
in the forest from the actual summit of the mountaun 
(for the Living Rock, seen from the plain, seems to 
stand alone), Véronique bade Maurice show her the way 
to Farrabesche's cabin and wait with the horses until she 
came back. She meant to go alone. Maurice went 
with her as far as a pathway which turned ofF towards 
the opposite side of the Living Rock, furthest from the 
plain, and pointed out the thatched roof of a cottace 
half hidden on the mountain side ; below it lay the 
nursery-ground of which Colorât had spoken. 
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It was almost noon. Â thin streak of smoke rising 
from the cottage chimney guided Véronique, who soon 
reached the place, but would not show herself at iirst. 
At the sight of the little dwelling, and the garden about 
it, with its fence of dead thorns, she stood for a few 
moments lost in thoughts known to her alone. Several 
acres of grass land, enclosed by a quickset hedge, wound 
away beyond the garden ^ the low spreading branches of 
apple and pear and plum trees were visible hère and 
therc in the iield. Âbove the house, on the sandier soil 
of the high mountain slopes, there rose a splendid grove 
of tall chestnut trees, their topmost leaves turned yellow 
and sere. 

Mme. Graslin pushed open the crazy wicket which 
did duty as a gâte, and saw before her the shed, the little 
yard, and ail the picturesque and living détails of the 
dwellings of the poor. Something surely of the grâce of 
the open fields hovers about them. Who is there that is 
not moved by the révélation of lowly, almost végétative 
lives — the clothes drying on the hedge, the rope of onions 
hanging from the roof, the iron cooking pots set out in 
the Sun, the wooden bench hidden among the honey- 
suckle leaves, the houseleeks that grow on the ridges of 
almost every thatched hovel in France ? 

Véronique found it impossible to appear unannounced 
in her keeper's cottage, for two fine hunting-dogs began 
to bark as soon as they heard the rustle of her riding- 
habit on the dead leaves ; she gathered up her skirts on 
her arm, and went towards the house. Farrabesche and 
the boy were sitting on a wooden bench outside. Both 
rose to their feet and uncovered respectfully, but without 
a trace of servility. 

^ I hâve been told that you are seeing after my 
interests,' said Véronique, with her eyes fixed on the lad j 
*' so I determined to see your cottage and nursery of 
saplings for myself, and to ask you about some improve- 
mcnts.' 
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^ I am at your service, madame,' replied Farrabesche. 

Véronique was admiring the lad. It was a charming 
&ce; somewhat sunburned and brown, but in shape a 
faultless oval ; the outlines of the forehead were delicately 
fine, the orange-coloured eyes exceedingly bright and 
alert; the long dark hair, parted on the forehead, fèll 
upon either side of the brow. Taller than most 
boys of his âge, hc was very nearly five feet high. His 
trousers were of the same coarse brown linen as his shirt ; 
he wore a threadbare waistcoat of rough blue cloth with 
horn buttons, a short jacket of the material facetioudy 
described as * Maurienne velvet,' in which Savoyards arc 
wont to dress, and a pair of iron-bound shoes on his 
otherwise bare feet to complète the costume. His father 
was dressed in the same fàshion ; but instead of the little 
lad*s brown wooUen cap, Farrabesche wore the widc- 
brimmed peasant's hat. In spite of its quick intelligence, 
the child's face wore the look of gravity (evidently 
unforced) peculiar to young créatures brought up in soh- 
tude ; he must hâve put himself in harmony with the 
silence and the life of the forest. Indeed, in both 
Farrabesche and his son the physical side of their natures 
seemed to be the most highly developed ; they possessed 
the peculiar faculties of the savage — the keen sight, the 
alertness, the complète mastery of the body as an instru- 
ment, the quick hearing, the signs of activity and 
intelligent skill. No sooner did the boy's eyes turn to 
his father than Mme. Graslin divined that hère was the 
limitless affection in which the prompting of natural 
instinct and deliberate thought were confirmed by the 
most effectuai happiness. 

^Is this the child of whom I hâve heard?' asked 
Véronique, indicating the lad. 

* Yes, madame.' 

Véronique signed to Farrabesche to come a few pa<^ 
away. ^ But hâve you taken no steps towards findiug 
his mother ? ' she asked. 
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^Madame does not know, of course, that I am not 
allowed to go bevond the bounds of the commune whcre 
I am living 

' And havc you never heard of her ? ' 

^ When my time was out,' he said, ^ the commissary 
paid over to me the sum of a thousand francs, whicb had 
been sent me, a little at a thne, every quarter; the 
rules would not allow me to bave it until I came out. I 
thought that no one but Catherine would bave thought 
zf me, as it was not M. Bonnet who sent it ; so I am 
keeping the money for Benjamin.' 

^ And how about Catherine's relations ? ' 

*They thought no more about her after she went 
away. Besides, they did their part by looking after the 
child.* 

Véronique turned to go towards the house. 

' Very well, Farrabesche,' she said ; * I will bave inquîry 
made, so as to make sure that Catherine is still living, 
and where she is, and what kind of life she is leading * 

^ Madame, whatever she may be, I shall look upon it 
as good fortune to hâve her for my wife,' the man cried 
in a softened tone. ^It is for her to show reluctance, 
noc for me. Our marriage will legitimate the poor boy, 
who has no suspicion yet of how he stands.' 

The look in the iàther's eyes told the taie of the life 
thèse two outcasts led in their voluntary exile ; they 
were ail in ail to each other, like two fellow-countrymen 
in the midst of a désert. 

' So you love Catherine ? * asked Véronique. 

^ It is not so much that I love her, madame,' he 
answered, ^as that, placed as I am, she is the one 
woman in the world for me.' 

Mme. Graslin turned swiftly, and went as far as the 
'^tnut-trees, as if some pang had shot through her. 

e keeper thought that this was some whim of hers, 
aai. did not venture to follow. For nearlv a quarter of 
an hour she sat, apparently engaged in looking out over 
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the landscape. She could see ail that part of the forest 
which lay along the side of the valley, with the torrent 
in the bottom ; it was dry now, and fui! of boulderS| a 
sort of huge ditch shut in between the forest-covered 
mountains above Montégnac and another parallel range, 
thèse last hills being steep though low, and so bare that 
there was scarcely so much as a starveling tree hère and 
there to crown the slopes, where a few rather mclancholy- 
looking birches, Juniper bushes, and briars were trying 
to grow. This second range belonged to a neighbouring 
estate, and lay in the départaient of the Corrèze; indeed, 
the cross road which meanders along the winding valley 
is the boundary line of the arrondissement of Montégnac, 
and also of the two estâtes. The opposite side of the 
valley beyond the torrent was qui te unsheltered and 
barren enough. It was a sort of long wall with a slope 
of fine woodland behind it, and a complète contrast in its 
bleakness to the side of the mountain on which Farra- 
besche's cottage stood. Gnarled and twisted forms on 
the one side, and on the other shapely growths and 
délicate curving lines ; on the one side the dreary, 
unchanging silence of a sloping désert, held in place by 
blocks of stone and bare, denuded rocks, and on the 
other, the contrasts of green among the trees. Many 
of them were leafless now, but the fine variegated tree 
trunks stood Up-«ti:a.i?ht and tall on each ledge, and the 
branches waved as mè wjnd stirred through them. A 
few of them, the oaks, elms, beeches, and chestnuts 
which held out longer against the autumn than the rest, 
still retained their leaves — golden, or bronze, or purple. 

In the direction of Montégnac the valley opens out so 
widely that the two sides describe a vast horseshoe. 
Véronique, with her back aeainst a chestnut-tree, could 
see glen after glen arranged Tike the stages of an amphi- 
théâtre, the topmost crests of the trees rising one above 
the other in rows like the heads of spectators. On the 
other side of the ridge lay her own park, in which, at a 
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later time, this beautifiil hillside was included. Near 
Farrabesche's cottage the valley grew narrower and 
narrower, till it closed in as a gully scarce a hundred fèet 
across. 

The beauty of the vîew over which Mme. Graslin's 
eyes wandered, heedlessly at first, soon recalled her to 
herself. She went back to the cottage, where the &ther 
and son were standing in silence, making no attempt 
to explain the strange departure of their mistress. 
Véronique looked at the house. It was more solidly 
built than the thatched roof had led her to suppose; 
doubtless it had been left to go to ruin at the time 
when the Navarreins ceased to trouble themselvcs about 
the estate. No sport, no gamekeepers. But though no 
one had lived in it for a century, the walls held good in 
spite of the ivy and climbing plants which clung about 
them on every side. Farrabesche himself had thatched 
the roof when he received permission to live there; he 
had laid the stone flags on the floor, and brought in such 
furniture as there was. 

Véronique went inside the cottage. Two beds, such 
as the peasants use, met her eyes; there was a large 
cupboard of walnut wood, a hutch for bread, a dresser, a 
table, three chairs, a few brown earthen platters on the 
shelves of the dresser ; in iàct, ail the necessary house- 
hold gear. Â couple of guns and a game-bag hung 
above the mantelshelf. It went to Véroniquc*s heart to 
see how many things the father had made for the little 
one ; there was a toy man-of-war, a fishing smack, and 
a carved wooden cup, a chest wonderfully ornamented, 
a little box decorated with mosaic work in straw, a 
beautifîilly-wrought crucifix and rosary. The rosary 

[ was made of plum-stones; on each a head had been 
carved with wonderful skill — Jésus Christ, the Âpostles, 

\ the Madonna, St. John the Baptist, St. Anne, the two 

I Maedalens. 

^I did it to amuse the child during the long winter 
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evenings,' he said, with something of apology in his 
tone. 

Jessamîne and climbing roses covered the front of the 
house, and broke into blossom about the upper Windows. 
Farrabesche used the first floor as a storereom ; he kept 
poultry, ducks, and a couple of pigs, and bought notbing 
but bread, sait, sugar, and such groceries as they needed. 
Neither he nor the lad drank wine. 

^ Every thing that I hâve seen and heard of you,' Mme. 
Graslin said at last, turning to Farrabesche, ^ has led me 
to take an interest in you which shall not corne to 
nothing.' 

^ This is M. Bonnet's doing, I know right well ! ' 
cried Farrabesche with touching fervour. 

^You are mistaken; M. le Curé has said nothing to 
me of you as yet i chance or Ood, it may be, has brought 
it ail about.' 

^Yes, madame, it is God's doing; God alone can 
work wonders for such a wretch as I.' 

^If your life has been a wretched one,' said Mme. 
Graslin, in tones so low that they did not reach the boy 
(a pièce of womanly feeling which touched Farrabesche), 
^ youf repentance, your conduct, and M. Bonnet's good 
opinion should go far to retrieve it. I hâve given orders 
that the buildings on the large farm near the château 
which M. Graslin planned are to be finished ; you shall 
be my steward there; you will find scope for your 
énergies and employment for your son. The public [ 
prosecutor at Limoges shall be informed of your case, 
and I will engage that the humiliating restrictions which 
make your life a burden to you shall be removed.' 

Farrabesche dropped down on his knees as if thunder- ! 
struck at the words which opened out a prospect of the | 
réalisation of hopes hitherto cherished in vain. Hi 
kissed the hem of Mme. Graslin's riding habit ; he kisscJ 
her feet. Benjamin saw the tears in his father's eyesi 
and began to sob without knowing why. 
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^Do not kneel, Farrabesche,' said Mme. Oaslin; ^you 
do not know how natural it is that I should do for you 
thèse things that I hâve promised to do. . . . Did you 
not plant those trees,' she added, pointing to one or two 
pitch-pines, Norway pines, firs, and larches at the base 
of the arid, thirsty billside opposite. 

* Yes, madame.' 

*Then is the soil better just there ? * 

^The water is always wearing the rocks away, so there 
is a little light soil washed down on to your land, and I 
took advantage of it, for ail the valley down below the 
road belongs to you ; the road is the boundary line.' 

^ Then does a good deal of water flow down the 
length of the valley ? ' 

^ Oh ! in a few days, madame, if the weather sets in 
rainy, you will maybe hear the roaring of the torrent 
over at the château ! but even then it is nothing com- 
pared with what it will be when the snow melts. AU 
the water from the whole mountain side there at the 
back of your park and gardens flows into it ; in &ct, ail 
the streams hereabouts flow down to the torrent, and 
the water cornes down like a déluge. Luckily for you, 
the tree roots on your side of the valley bind the soil 
together, and the water slips ofF the leaves, for the fallen 
leaves hère in autumn are like an oilcloth cover for the 
land, or it would ail be washed down into the valley 
bottom, and the bed of the torrent is so steep that I 
doubt whether the soil would stop there.' 

^What becomes of ail the water?' asked Mme. 
Graslin. 

Farrabesche pointed to the guUy which seemed to 
thut in the valley below his cottage. 

^It pours out over a chalky bit of level ground that 
séparâtes Limousin from the Corrèze, and there it lies 
for several months in stagnant green pools, sinking 
dowly down into the soil. That is how th& c»xscav^Tv 
came to be so unheal^hy that no ont \\Nt.% ùi^x^^ "m^^ 
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nothing can be done with it. No kind of cattle^will 
pasture on the reeds and rushes in those brackish pools. 
Perhaps there are three thousand acres of it altogether ; 
it is the common land of three parishes ; but it is just 
like the plain of Montégnac, you can do nothing with 
it. And down in yoiu* plain there is a certain amount 
of sand and a little soil among the flints, but hère there 
is nothing but the bare tufa.' 

^Send for the horses; I mean to see ail this for 
myself.' 

Mme. Graslin told Benjamin wbere she had left 
Maurice, and the lad went forthwith. 

*They tell me that you know every yard of this 
country,' Mme. Graslin contîiiued ; *can you explain to 
me how it happens that no water flows into the plain of 
Montégnac from my side of the ridge ? there is not the 
smallest torrent there even in rainy weather or in the 
time of the melting of the snows.' 

* Ah ! madame,' Farrabesche answered, * M. le Curé, 
who is always thinking of the prosperity of Montégnac, , 
guessed the cause, but had not proof of it. Since you ; 
came hère, he told me to mark the course of every! 
runnel in every little valley. I had been looking at thie 
lie of the land yesterday, and was on my way back when 
I had the honour of meeting you at the base of the 
Living Rock. I heard the sound of horse hoofs, and I 
wanted to know who was passing this way. Madame, 
M. Bonnet is not only a saint, he is a li&an of science. 
** Farrabesche," said he (I being at work at the time on 
the road which the commune nnished up to the château 
for you) — " Farrabesche, if no water from this side of 
the hill reaches the plain below, it must be because 
nature has some sort of drainage arrangement for carrying 
it off elsewhere." — Well, madame, the remark is 91 
simple that it looks downright trite, as if any chiU 
might hâve made it. But nobody since Montégnac 
WBs Montégnac, neither great lor(», nor stewards, nor 
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keopers, nor rich, nor poor, though the plain lay there 
before tlieir eyes with nothing growing on it for want 
of water, not one of them ever thought of asking what 
became of the water in the Gabou. The stagnant 
water gives them the fever in three communes, but 
they never thought of looking for the remedy ; and I 
myself never dreamed of it ; it took a man oî God to 
see that ' 

Farrabesche's eyes filled with tears as he spoke. 

^ The discoveries of men of genius are ail so simple, 
that every one thinks he could hâve found them out,' 
said Mme. Graslin ; and to herself she added, ^ But there 
is this grand thing about genius, that while it is akin to 
ail others, no one resembles it/ 

^ Ât once I saw what M. Bonnet meant,' Farrabesche 
went on. ^ He had not to use a lot of long words to 
explain my job to me. To make the thing ail the 
queerer, madame, ail the ridge above your plain (for it 
ail belongs to you) is flill of pretty deep cracks, ravines, 
and guUies, and what not ; but ail the water that flows 
down ail the valleys, clefts, ravines, and gorges, every 
channel, in fact, empties itself into a little vaUey a few 
feet lower than the level of your plain, madame. I 
know the cause of this state of things to-day, and hère it 
is : There is a sort of embankment of rock [schisty M. 
Bonnet calls it) twenty to thirty ièet thick, which runs 
in an unbroken Une ail round the bases of the hilb 
between Montégnac and the Living Rock. The earth, 
being softer than the stone, has been worn away and been 
hollowed out; so, naturally, the water ail flows round into 
the Gabou, eating its passage out of each valley. The 
trees and thickets and brushwood hide the lie of the 
knd ; but when you follow the streams and track their 
passage, it is easy to convince yourself of the facts. In 
this way both hillsides drain into the Gabou, ail the 
water from this side that we see, and ibi^ ox!cv&x on^\ ^^ 
ddge wherc your park lies, as wtW 2& faovscv ^^ \^iîOt& 

M 
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opposite. M. le Curé thinks that this state of things 
would work its own cure when the water-courses on 
your side of the ridge are blocked up at the mouth by 
the rocks and soil washed down firom above, so that they 
raise barriers between themselves and the Gabou. When 
that time cornes your plain will be flooded in turn like 
the common land you are just about tosee ; but it would 
take hundreds of years to bring that about. And besides, 
is it a thing to wish for, madame? Suppose that your 
plain of Montégnac should not suck up ail that water, 
like the common land hère, there would be some more 
standing pools there to poison the whole country.' 

^ So the places M. le Curé pointed out to me a few 
days aeo, where the trees are still green, must mark the 
natural channels through which the water flows down 
into the Gabou ? ' 

^Yes, madame. There are three hills between the 
Living Rock and Montégnac, and consequently there . 
are three watercourses, and the streams that flow down î 
them, banked in by the schist barrier, turn to the Gabou. I 
That belt of wood still [^een, round the base of the hilb, | 
looks as if it were part of your plain, but it marks the 
course of the channel which was there, as M. le Curé 
guessed it would be.' 

^The misfortune will soon tiu'n to a blessing for 
Montégnac,' said Mme. Graslin, with deep conviction 
in her tones. ^And since you hâve been the fîrst 
instrument, you shall share in the work ; you shall find 
active and willing workers, for hard work and persévérance 
must make up for the money which we lack.' 

Mme. Graslin had scarcely finished the sentence 
when Benjamin and Maurice came up; she caught at her 
horse's bridle, and, by a gesture, bade Farrabesche mount 
Maurice's horse. 

^ Now bring me to the place where the water drowni 
the common land,' she said. 

^itwill beso much the betterthat you should go, madamBi 
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slnce that the late M. Graslin, acting on M. Bonnet's 
advice, bought about three hundred acres of land at the 
mouth of the gully where the mud has been deposited 
by the torrent, so that over a certam area there îs some 
depth of rich soil. Madame will see the other side of 
the Living Rock; there is some magnificent timber 
there, and doubtless M. Graslin would hâve had a farm 
on the spot. The best situation would be a place where 
the little stream that rises near my house sinks into the 
ground again ; it might be turned to advantage.' 

Farrabesche led the way, and Véronique foUowed down 
a steep path towards a spot where the two sides of the 
gully drew in, and then separated sharply to east and 
west, as if divided by some earthquake shock. The 
gulfy was about sixty feet across. Tall grasses were 
growing among the huge boulders in the bottom. On 
the one side the Living Rock, eut to the quick, stood up 
a solid surface of granité without the slightest flaw in it; 
but the height of the uncompromising rock wall was 
crowned with the overhanging roots of trees, for the 
pines clutched the soil with their branching roots, 
seeming to grasp the granité as a bird clings to a bougb; 
but on the other side the rock was yellow and sandy, 
and hoUowed out by the weather ; there was no depth m 
the caverns, no bolaness in the hoUows of the soft crumb- 
ling ochre-tinted rock. A few prickly-leaved plants, 
burdocks, reeds, and water-plants at its base were suffi* 
cient signs of a north aspect and poor soil. Evidently 
the two ranges, though parallel, and as it were blended at 
the time of the great cataclysm which chan^ed the 
surface of the globe, were composed of entirely différent 
materials — an mexplicable freak of nature, or the resuit 
of some unknown cause which waits for genius to 
discover it. In this place the contrast between them 
was most strikingly apparent. 

Véronique saw in front of her a vast dry plateau. 
Theie was no sign of plant-life anywhere; the chalkf 
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soil explained the infiltration of the water, only a few 
stagnant pools remained hère and there where the surface 
was incrusted. To the right stretched the mountains or 
tht Corrèze, and to the left the eye was arrested by the 
huge mass of the Living Rock, the tall forest trees that 
clothed its sides, and two hundred acres of grass below 
the forest, in strong contrast with the ghastly solitude 
about them. 

^ My son and I made the ditch that you see down 
yonder/ said Farrabesche ; * you can see it by the Une of 
tall grass ; it will be connected shortly with the ditch 
that marks the edge of your forest. Your property is 
bounded on this side by a désert, for the first village lies 
a league away.' 

Véronique galloped into the hideous plain, and her 
keeper foUowed. She cleared the ditch and rode at fiill 
speed across the dreary waste, seeming to take a kind of 
wild delight in the vast picture of désolation before her. i 
Farrabesche was right. No skill, no human power could 
turn that soil to account, the ground rang hollow beneath 
the horses' hoofs. This was a resuit of the porous nature i 
of the tuh, but there were cracks and fissures no 1 
through which the ilood water sank out of sight, doubtl* 
to feed some far-ofF springs. 

* And yet there are soûls like this ! ' Véronique 
exclaimed within herself as she reined in her horse, after 
a quarter of an hour's gallop. 

She mused a while with the désert ail about her; there 
was no living créature, no animal, no insect ; birds never 
crossed the plateau. In the plain of Montégnac there 
were at any rate the flints, a little sandy or clayey 8oiI| 
and crumbled rock to make a thin crust of earth a few 
inches deep as a beginning for cultivation ; but hère the 
ungrateful tufâ, which had ceased to be earth, and hai 
not become stone, wearied the eyes so cruelly that the^ 
were absolutely forced to turn for relief to the illimital 
ethcr of space. Véronique looked along the boundary o 



The Country Parson i8i 

her forests and at the meadow which her husband had 
added to the estate, then she went slowly back towards 
the mouth of the Gabou. She came suddenly upon 
Farrabesche, and found him looking into a hole, which 
might hâve suggested that some one of a specuktive 
turn had been probing this unlikely spot, imagining that 
nature had hidden some treasure there. 

* What is it ? ' asked Véronique, rioticing the deep 
sadness of the expression on the manly hct. 

^ Madame, I owe my life to this trench hère, or, more 
properly, I owe to it a space for repen tance and time to 
redeem my faults in the eyes of men ' 

The efïect of this explanation of life was to nail Mme. 
Grasiin to the spot. She reined in her horse. 

^ I used to hide hère, madame. The ground is so 
fiill of echoes, that if I laid my ear to the earth I could 
catch the sound of the horses of the gendarmerie or 
the tramp of soldiers (an unmistakable sound that!) 
more than a league away. Then I used to escape by 
way of the Gabou. I had a horse ready in a place 
there, and I always put five or six leagues between 
myself and them that were after me. Catherine used to 
bring me food of a night. If she did not find any sign 
of me, I always found bread and wine left in a hole 
covered over by a stonc.* 

Thèse recollections of his wild vagrant life, possibly 
unwholesome recollections for Farrabesche, stirred 
Véronique's most indulgent pity, but she rode rapidly on 
towards the Gabou, foUowed by the keeper. While she 
scanned the gap, looking down the long valley, so fertile 
on one side, so forlorn on the other, and saw, more than 
a league away, the hillside ridges, tier on tier, at the 
back of Montégnac, Farrabesche said, ^ There will be 
fitmous waterfalls hère in a few days.' 

^ And by the same day next year, not a drop of water 
will ever pass that way again. I am on my own property 
on either side, so I shall build a wall solid enough and higti 
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enough to keep the water in. Instead of a valley which is 
doing nothing, I shall hâve a lake, twenty, thirty, forty, 
or nfty feet deep, and about a league across — a vast 
réservoir for the irrigation channels that shall fertilise the 
whcJe plain of Montégnac' 

^ M. le Curé was right, madame, when he told us, as 
we were finishing your road, that we were working for 
our mother; may God give His blessing to such an 
enterprise.' 

^ Say nothing about i t, Farrabesche/ said Mme. Graslin ; 
* ît is M. Bonnet's idea.' 

Véronique returned to Farrabesche's cottage, found 
Maurice, and went back at once to the château. Her 
mother and Aline were surprised at the change in her 
face ; the hope of doing good to the country had given it 
a look of something like happiness. Mme. Graslin wrote 
to M. Grossetête; she wanted him to ask M. de Granville 
for complète liberty for the poor convict, giving particu- 
lars as to his good conduct, which was Airther vouched 
for by the mayor's certificate and a letter from M. 
Bonnet. She also sent other particulars concernîng 
Catherine Curieux, and entreated Grossetête to interest 
the public prosecutor in her kindly project, and to cause 
a letter to be written to the préfecture of police in Paris 
with a view to discovering the girl. The mcre fact that 
Catherine had remitted sums of money to the convict in 
prison should be a sufEcient due by which to trace her. 
Véronique had set her heart on knowing the reason why 
Catherine had failed to corne back to her child and to 
Farrabesche. Then she told her old friend of her di&- 
coveries in the torrent-bed of the Gabou, and laid stress 
on the necessity of fînding the clever man for whom she 
had already asked him. 

The next day was Sunday. For the first time since - 
Véronique took up her abode in Montégnac, she felt able 4] 
to go to church for mass. She went and took possession [ 
of her pew in the Lady Chapel. Looking round her, she 
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saw how bare the poverty-stricken church was, and 
determined to set by a certain sum every year for repairs 
and the décoration of the altars. She heard the words of 
the priest, tender, gracious and divine ; for the sermon, 
couched in such simple language that ail présent could 
understand it, was in truth sublime. The sublime cornes 
from the heart ; it is not to be found by efFort of the 
intellect; and religion is an inexhaustible source of 
sublime thoughts with no false glitter of brilliance, for 
the catholicism which pénétrâtes and changes hearts is 
wholly of the heart. M. Bonnet found in the epistle a 
text for his sermon, to the effect that soon or kte 
God fiilfils His promises, watches over His own, and 
encourages the good. He made it clear that great things 
would be the resuit of the présence of a rich and chari- 
table résident in the parish, by pointing out that the 
duties of the poor towards the benefîcent rich were as 
extensive as those of the rich towards the poor, and that 
the relation should be one of mutual help. 

Farrabesche had spoken to some of those who were 
glad to see him (one conséquence of the spirit of 
Christian charity which M. Bonnet had infused into 
practical action in his parish), and had told them of 
Mme. Graslin's kindness to him. Ail the commune had 
talked this over in the square below the church, where, 
according to country custom, they gathered together 
before mass. Nothing could more completely hâve won 
the good wl 11 of thèse folk, who are so readily touched 
by any kindness shown to them ; and when V éronique 
came out of church, she found almost ail the parish 
standing in a double row. AU hats went off respectfîilly 
and in deep silence as she passed. This welcome touched 
her, though she did not know the real reason of it. 
Among the last of ail she saw Farrabesche, and spoke 
to him. 

^ You are a good sportsmaii ; do not forget to send us 
some game/ 
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A few days after this Véronique walked with the curé 
in that part of the forest nearest her château ; she deter- 
mined to descend the ridges which she had seen from 
the Living Rock, ranged tier on tier on the other side of 
the hill. With the curé's assistance, she would ascertain 
the exact position of the higher affluents of the Gabou. 
The resuit was the discovery by the curé of the &ct that 
the streams which water Upper Montégnac really rose in 
the mountains of the Corrèze. Thèse ranges were 
united to the mountain by the arid rib of hilI which ran 
parallel to the chain of the Living Rock. The curé 
came back from that walk with boyish glee; he saw, 
with the naïveté of a poet, the prosperity of the village 
that he loved. And what is a poet but a man who 
realises his dreams before the time ? M. Bonnet reaped 
his harvests as he looked down from the terrace at the 
barren plain. 

Farrabesche and his son came up to the château next 
morning loaded with game. The keeper had brought 
a cup for Francis Graslin; it was nothing less than a 
masterpiece — z, battle scène carved on a cocoa-nut shell, 
Mme. Graslin happened to be walking on the terrace, on 
the side that overlooked ^Tascherons.' She sat down on a 
garden seat, and looked long at that fairy's work. Tears 
came into her eyes from time to time. 

^ You must hâve been very unhappy/ she said, address- 
ing Farrabesche after a silence. 

*What could I do, madame,' he answered. ^I was 
there without the hope of escape, which makes life 
bearable to almost ail the convicts ' 

* It is an appalling life ! ' she said, and her look and 
compassionate tones invited Farrabesche to speak. 

In Mme. Graslin's convulsive tremor and évident j 
émotion Farrabesche saw nothing but the overwrought \ 
interest excited by pitying curiosity. Just at that 
moment Mme. Sauviat appeared in one of the garden 
w^lks, and seemed about to join them, but Véronique 



The Country Parson 185 

drew out her handkerchief and motioned her away. ^Let 
me be, mother,' she cried, in shaq>er tones than she had 
ever before used to the old Auvergnate. 

* For five years I worc a chain ri veted hère to a heavy 
iron ring, madame,' Farrabesche said, pointing to his 
leg. ^I was fastened to another man. I hâve had to 
live like that with three convicts first and last. I used 
to lie on a wooden camp bedstead, and I had to work un- 
commonly hard to get a thin mattress, called a serpentin. 
There were eight himdred men in each ward. £ach of 
the beds {tolards^ they called them) held twenty-four 
men, ail chained together two and two, and nights and 
mornings they passed a long chain called the ^^ bilboes 
string," in and out of the chains that bound each couple 
together, and made it fast to the tolard^ so that ail of us 
were festened down by the feet. Even after a couple of 
years of it, I could not get used to the clank of those 
chains ; every moment they said," You are in a convicts* 
' prison ! '' If you dropped off to sleep for a minute, some 
rogue or other would begin to wrangle or turn himself 
round, and put you in mind of your plight. You had to 
serve an apprenticeship to learn how to sleep. I could 
not sleep at ail, in fact, unless I was utterly exhausted 
with a heavy day's work. 

^ After I managed to sleep, I had, at any rate, the 
night when I could forget things. Forgetfulness — that 
is something, madame ! Once a man is there, he must 
learn to satisfy his needs after a manner fixed by the 
most pitiless rules. You can judge, madame, what sort 
of efFect this life was like to hâve on me, a youne fellow 
who had always lived in the woods, like the wild goats 
and the birds ! Ah ! if I had not eaten my bread cooped 
up in the four wallsof a prison for six months beforehand, I 
should hâve thrown myself into the sea at the sight of 
iny mates, for ail the beautiful things M. Bonnet said, 
id (I may say it) he has been the father of my soûl. I 
lid pretty well in the open air ; but when once I was 
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shut up in the ward to sleep or eat (for we ate our fbod 
there out of troughs, three couples to each trough), it 
took ail the life out of me ; the dreadfiil hccs and the 
language of the others always sickened me. Luckily, at 
five o'clock in the summer, and half-past seven in winter, 
out we went in spite of heat or cold or wind or rain, in 
the "jail gang" — that means to work. So we werc out 
of doors most of our time, and the open air seems very good 
to you when you corne out of a place where eight hundred 
convicts herd together. . . . The air, you must always 
remember, is sea air ! You enjoy the breeze, the sun is 
like a friend, and you watch the clouds pass over, and look 
for hopefiil signs of a beautiful day. For my own part, 
I took an interest in my work.' 

Farrabesche stopped, for two great tears rolled down 
Véronique's cheeks. 

'Oh! madame, thèse are only the roses of that 
existence ! ' he cried, taking the expression on Mme. 
Graslin's face for pity of his lot. ' There are the dreadfiil 
précautions the Government takes to make sure of us, 
the inquisition kept up by the warders, the inspection of 
fetters morning and evening, the coarse food, the hideous 
clothes that humiliate you at every moment, the con- 
strained position while you sleep, the frightfiil sound of 
four hundred double chains clanking in an echoing ward, 
the prospect of bein^ mowed down with grape-shot if 
half-a-dozen scoundreTs take it into their heads to rebel, — 
ail thèse horrible things are nothing, they are the roses of 
that life, as I said bcfore. Any respectable man unluckj 
enough to be sent there must die of disgust before verj 
long. You hâve to live day and night with anotbcr 
convict ; you hâve to endure the company of five more 
at every meal, and twenty-three at night ; you hâve to 
listen to their talk. 

'The convicts hâve secret laws among themsdvek 
madame ; if you make an outlaw of yourself, they wil 
murder you; if you submit, you become a murdercK 
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)u hâve your choice — ^you must be either victim or 
ecutioner. After ail, if you die at a blow, that would 
t an end to you and your troubles ; but they are too 
nning in wickedness, it is impossible to hold out 
ainst their hatred : any one whom they dislike is com- 
îtely at their mercy, they can make every moment of 
i life one constant torture worse than deatlu Any man 
10 repents and tries to behave well is the common enemy, 
d more particularly they suspect him of tale-telling. 
[ley will take a man's life on a mère suspicion of tale- 
ling. £very ward has its tribunal, where they try 
mes against the convicts' laws. It is an offence not 
conform to their customs, and a man may be punished 
• that. For instance^ everybody is bound to help the 
:ape of a convict ; every convict has his chance of 
:ape in turn, when the whole prison is bound to give 
n help and protection. It is a crime to reveal anything 
ne by a convict to fiirther his escape. I will not speak 
the horrible moral tone of the prison ; strictly speaking, 
has nothing to do with the subject. The prison 
thorities chain men of opposite dispositions together, so 
to neutralise any attempt at escape or rébellion ; and 
vays put those who either could not endure each other, 
were suspicious of each other, on the same chain/ 
^ What did you do ? ' asked Mme. Graslin. 
^ Oh ! it was like this, I had luck,' said Farrabesche ; 
he lot never fell to me to kill a doomed man, I never 
ted the death of anybody, no matter whom, I was 
ver punished, no one took a dislike to me, and I lived 
mfortably with the three mates they gave me one after 
other — ^all three of them feared and liked me. But 
en I was well known in the prison before I got there, 
idame. A chauffeur ! for I was supposed to be one of 
>se brigands ... I hâve seen them do it,' Farrabesche 
;nt on in a low voice, after a pause, ^ but I never would 
Ip to torture folk, nor take any of the stolen money. 
firas a ^^ refractory conscript," that was ail. I used to 
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help the rest, I was scout for them, I fought, I was 
forlorn sentinel, rearguard, what you will, but I never 
shed blood except in self-defence. Oh ! I told M, 
Bonnet and my lawyer everything, and the judges knew 
quite well that I was not a murderer. But, ail the same, 
I am a great criminal ; the things that I hâve done are 
ail against the law. 

^Two of my old comrades had told them about me 
before I came. I was a man of whom the greatest 
things might be expected, they said. In the convicts' 
prison, you see, madame, there is nothing like a character 
of that kind ; it is worth even more than money. A 
murder is a passport in this republic of wretchedness ; 
they leave you in peace. I did nothing to destroy their 
opinion of me. I looked gloomy and resigned ; it was 
possible to be misled by my face, and they were misled. 
My suUen manner and my silence were taken for signs of 
ferocity. Every one there, convicts and warders, young 
and old, respected me. I was président of my ward. I was 
never tormented at night, nor suspected of tale-telling, 
I lived honestly according to their rules ; I never refusa 
to do any one a good turn ; I never showed a sign of dis- 
gust ; in short, I " howled with the wolves," to ail 
appearance, and in my secret soûl I prayed to God. My 
last mate was a soldier, a lad of two-and-twenty, who 
had stolen something, and then deserted in conséquence ; 
I had him for four years. We were fricnds, and wherever 
I may be I can reckon on him when he comes eut. The 
poor wretch, Guépin they called him, was not a rascal| 
he was only a hair-brained boy ; his ten years will sober 
him down. Oh ! if the rest had known that it wai 
religion that reconciled me to my fate ; that when mj 
timc was up I meant to live in some corner without 
letting them know where I was, to forget those fearfiil 
créatures, and never to be in the way of meeting one of 
them again, they would vcry likely hâve driven me mid.' 

^ But, then, suppose that some unhappy, seasitive boy 
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ad been carried away by passion, and — pardoned so far 
5 thc death penalty is concerned ? ' 

' Madame, a murdcrer is never fully pardoned. They 
cgin by commuting the sentence for twenty years of 
enal servitude. But for a décent young fellow it is a 
bing to shudder at ! It is impossible to tell you about 
[le life in store for him ; it would be a hundred times 
etter for him that he should die ! Yes, for such a 
eath on the scafFold is good fortune.* 

^ I did not dare to think it,' said Mme. Graslin. 

Véronique had grown white as wax. She leant her 
)rehead against the balustrade to hide her face for 
avérai moments. Farrabesche did not know whether 
e ought to go or stay. Then Mme. Graslin rose to 
er feet, and with an almost queenly look she said, to 
arrabesche's great astonishment, * Thank you, my 
iend ! ' in tones that went to his heart. Then aftcr 

pause — ' Where did you draw courage to live and sufFer 
s you did ? ' she asked. 

^ Ah, madame, M. Bonnet had set a treasure in my 
3ul ! That is why I love him more than I hâve ever 
)ved any onc else in this world.* 

^ More than Catherine ? ' asked Mme. Graslin, with a 
crtain bitterness in her smile. 

^ Ah, madame, almost as much.' 

*How did he do it?' 

^ Madame, the things that he said and the tones of his 
oice subdued me. It was Catherine who showed him 
hie way to the hiding-place in the chalk-land which I 
howed you the other day. He came to me quite alone. 
le was the new curé of Montégnac, he told me ; I was 
lis parishioner, I was dear to him, he knew that I had 
nly strayed from the path, that I was not yet lost ; he 
id not mean to betray me, but to save me ; in fact, he 
aid things that thrill you to the very depths of your 
lature. And you see, madame, he can make you do 
ight with ail the force that other people take to make 
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you do wrong. He told me, poor dear man, that 
Catherine was a mothcr ; I was about to give over two 
créatures to shame and neglect. "Very well," said I, 
" then they will be just as I am ; I hâve no future beforc 
me." He answered that I had two futures befbre me, 
and both of them bad — one in thîs world, the other in 
the next — unless I desisted and reformed. Hère below I 
was bound to die on the scafFold. If I were caught, my 
defence would break down in a court of law. On the 
other hand, if I took advantage of the mildness of the 
new Government towards "refractory conscripts" of 
many years' standing, and gave myself up, he would 
strain every nerve to save my life. He would find me a 
clever advocate who would pull me through with tcn 
years' pénal servitude. Âfter that M. Bonnet talked to 
me of another life. Catherine cried like a Magdalen at 
that. There, madame,' said Farrabesche, holding out his 
right hand, ^ she laid her face against M/V, and I felt it 
quite wet with her tears. She prayed me to live ! M. 
le Curé promised to contrive a quiet and happy lot for 
me and for my child, even in this district, and undertook 
that no one should cast up the past to me. In short, he 
lectured me as if I had been a little boy. Âfter three of 
those nightly visits I was as pliant as a glove. Do you 
care to know why, madame ? ' 

Farrabesche and Mme. Graslin looked at each other, 
and neither of them to their secret soûls explained the 
real motive of their mutual curiosity. 

*Very well,' the poor ticket-of-leave man continued, 
^the first time when he had gone away, and Catherine 
went, too, to show him the way back, and I was left 
alone, I felt a kind of freshness and calm and happin< --^ 
such as I had not known since I was a child. It v ^ 
something like the happiness I had felt with poc [ 
Catherine. The love of this dear man, who had o 
to seek me out, the interest that he took in me^ in mv 
future^ in my soûl — it ail worked upon me and d 
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It was as if a light arose in me. So long as he 

with me and talked, I held out. How could I help 

He was a priest, and we bandits do not eat their 

id. But when the sound of his footsteps and 

herine's died away — oh ! I was, as he said two days 

r, " enlightened by grâce." 

From that time forwards, God gave me strength to 

ure everything — the jail, the sentence, the putting on 

he irons, the journey, the Ufe in the convicts' prison. 

ickoned upon M. Bonnet's promise as upon the truth 

he Gospel ; I looked on my sufferings as a payment of 

ars. Whenever things grew unb«irable, I used to 

at the end of the ten years, this house in the woods, 

my little Benjamin and Catherine there. Good M. 

met, he kept his promise ; but some one else fàiled 

Catherine was not at the prison door when I came 

y nor yet at the trysting place on the common lands. 

must hâve died of grief. That is why I am always 

Now, thanks to you, madame, I shall hâve work 

io that needs doing ; I shall put mj^self into it body 

. soûl, so will my boy for whom I live * 

You hâve shown me how it was that M. lé Curé 

Id bring about the changes in his parish ' 

Oh ! nothing can resist him,' said Farrabesche. 
No, no. I know that,* Véronique answered briefly, 
. she dismissed Farrabesche with a sign of fiu'ewell. 
^arrabesche went. Most of that day Véronique spent 
pacing to and fro along the terrace, in spite of the 
^zling rain that fell till evening came on. She was 
omy and sad When Veronique's brows were thus 
itracted, neither her mother nor Aline dared to break 
)n her mood ; she did not see her mother talking in 
dusk with M. Bonnet, who, seeing that she must be 
sed from this appalling déjection, sent the child to 
1 her. Little Francis went up to his mother and 
k her hand, and Véronique suflFered herself to be led 
ly. At the sight of M. Bonnet she started with 



192 The Country Parson 

something almost like dismay. The curé led the way 
back to the terrace. 

^Well, madame,' he said, ^what can you hâve been 
talking about with Farrabesche ? ' 

Véronique did not wish to lie nor to answer the 
question ; she replied to it by another — 

* Was he your first victory ? ' 

* Yes,' said M. Bonnet. ' If I could win him, I fclt 
sure of Montégnac ; and so it proved.' 

Véronique pressed M. Bonnet's hand. 

' From to-day I am your pénitent, M. le Curé,* she 
said, with tears in her voice ; ^ to-morrow I will make 
you a gênerai confession.' 

The last words plainly spoke or a great inward 
struggle and a hardly won victory over herself. The 
curé led the way back to the château without a word, \ 
and stayed with her till dinner, talking over the vast 
improvements to be made in Montégnac. 

* Agriculture is a question of time,' he said. *Th«. 
little that I know about it has made me to understand- 
how much may be done by a well-spent winter. Hère 
are the rains beginning, you see ; before long the moun- 
tains will be covered with snow, and your opérations 
will be impossible ; so hurry M. Grossetête.' 

M. Bonnet exerted himself to talk, and drew Mme. 
Graslin into the conversation ; gradually her thoughti 
were forced to take another turn, and by the time he 
left her she had almost recovered from the day's excite- 
ment. But even so, Mme. Sauviat saw that her 
daughter was so terribly agitated that she spent the 
night with her. 

Two days later a messenger sent by M. Grossetitt' 
arrived with the foUowing letters for Mme. Graslin :— ' ' 

Grossetête to Mme, Graslin. * 

^My dear Child, — Horses are not easily to be ibuii4 ^ 
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it I hope that you are satisfied with the three which I 
nt you. If you need draught-horses or plough-horses, 
ey must be looked for elsewhere. It is better in any 
se to use oxen for ploughing and as draught animais, 
ail districts where they use horses on the land, they 
se their capital as soon as the animal is past work, 
biile an ox, instead of being a loss, yields a profit to 
e farmer. 

' I approve your enterprise in every respect, my child ; 
•u will fînd in it an outlet for the devouring mental 
ergy which was turned against yourself and wearing 
•u out. But when you ask me to find you, over and 
ove the horses, a man able to second you, and more 
rticularly to enter into your views, you ask me for one of 
ose rare birds that we rear, it is true, in the provinces, 
it which we in no case keep among us. The training 
the noble animal is too lengthy and too risky a specu- 
tion for us to undertake, and besides, we are afraid of 
ese very clever folk — " eccentrics,*' we call them. 
^ As a matter of fact, too, the men who are dassed in 
e scientific category in which you are iain to find a 
i-operator are, as a rule, so prudent and so well provided 
r, that I hardly liked to write to tell you how impos- 
}le it would be to come by such a prize. You asked 
e for a poet, or, if you prefer it, a madman ; but ail 
ir madmen betake themselves to Paris. I did speak to 
le or two young fellows engaged on the land survey and 
sessments, contractors for embankments, or foremen 
aployed on canal cuttings ; but none of them thought 
worth their while to entertain your proposais. Chance 
I at once threw in my way the very man you want, a 
mng man whom I thought to help ; for you will see 
r his letter that one ought not to set about doing a 
ndness in a happy-go-lucky &shion, and, indeed, an 
t of kindness requires more thinking about than any- 
ing else on this earth. You can never tell whether 
bat seemed to you to be right at the time may not do 

N 
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harm by and by. By helping others we shape our own 
destinies 5 I see that now * 

As Mme. Graslin read those words, the letter dropped 
from her hands. For some moments she sat deep in 
thought. 

^ Oh, God,' she cried, ^ when wilt Thou cease to smite 
me by evcry man's hand ? ' 

Then she picked up the letters and read on — 

^ Gérard seems to me to hâve plenty of enthusiasm 
and a cool head ; the very man for you ! Paris is in a 
ferment just now with this leayen of new doctrine, and 
I shall be delighted if the young fellow keeps out of the 
snares spread by ambitious spirits, who work upon the 
instincts of the generous youth of France. The rather 
torpid existence of the. provinces is not altogether what 
I like for him, but neither do I like the idea of the 
excitement of the life in Paris, and the enthusiasm for; 
renovating, which urges youngsters into the new ways. 
You, and you only, know my opinions ; to me it seems 
that the world of ideas revolves on its axis much as the 
material world does. Hère is this poor protégé of mine 
wanting impossibilities. No power on earth could stand 
before ambitions so violent, imperious, and absolute. I 
hâve a liking myself for a jog trot ; I like to go slowly | ' 
in poli tics, and hâve but very little taste for the sociu.a 
topsy-turvydom which ail thèse lofty spirits are minded 
to inflict upon us. To you I confîde the principlet of Jr 
an old and crusted supporter of the monarchy, for you 
are discreet. I hold my tongue hère among tnese good 
folk, who believe more and more in progress the fiirther 
they get into a mess ; but for ail that, it hurts me to 
the irréparable damage done already to our dear countryi 

^So I wrote and told the young man that a 
worthy of him was waiting for him hère. He is cominj 
^o see you ; for though his letter (which I enclose) 
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;ive you a very (air idea of hini) you would like to sec 
lim as well, would you not ? You women can tell so 
nuch from the look of people ; and besides, you ought 
lot to hâve any one, however insignifîcant) in your service 
inless you like him. If he is not the man you want, 
ou can décline his services ; but if he suits you, dear 
hild, cure him of his flimsily disguised ambitions, induce 
lim to adopt the happy and peaceful life of the fields, 
life in which beneficence is perpétuai, where ail the 
[ualities of great and strong nature are continually 
•rought into play, where the products of Nature are a 
aily source of new wonder, and a man finds worthy 
ccupation in making a real advance and practical im- 
irovements. I do not in any way overlook the fact 
hat great deeds come of great ideas — great théories; 
lut as ideas of that kind are seldom met with, I think 
hat, for the most part, practical. attainments are worth 
lore than ideas. À man who brings a bit of land into 
ultivation, or a tree or fruit to perfection, who makes 
;rass grow where grass would not grow before, ranks a 
;ood deal higher than the seeker after formulas for 
lumanity. In what has Newton's science changed the 
3t of the worker in the fields ? . . • Ah ! my dear, I 
3ved you before, but to-day, appreciating to the fiill the 
ask which you hâve set before you, I love you br more, 
fou are not forgotten hère in Limoges, and every one 
dmires your great resoluticm of improving Montégnac. 
jive us our little due, in that we hâve the wit to admire 
lobility when we see it, and do not forget that the iirst 
•f your admirers is also your earliest friend. 

* F. Grossetete.' 

Girard to Grossetiu. 

^ I come to you, monsieur, with sad confidences, but 
ou hâve been like a father to me, when you might hâve 
cen simply a patron. So to you alone who hâve made 
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me anything that I am, can I make them. I hâve fallen 
a victim to a cruel dîsease, a disease, moreover, not of 
the body ; I am conscious that I am completely unfitted 
by my thoughts, feelings, and opinions, and by the whole 
bent of my mind, to do what is expected of me by the 
Government and by society. Perhaps this will seem to 
you to be a pièce of ingratitude, but it is simply and 
solely an indictment that I address to you. 

* When I was twelve years old you saw the signs of a 
certain aptitude for the exact sciences, and a precocious 
ambition to succeed, in a working man's son, and it was 
through you, my generous godfather, that I took my 
flight towards higher sphères ; but for you I should bie j 
following out my original destiny, I should be a carpenter J 
like my poor fàther, who did not live to rejoice in my 
success. And most surely, monsieur, you did me a 
kindness ; there is no day on which I do not bless you i 
and so, perhaps, it is I who am in the wrong. But 
whether right or wrong, I am unhappy ; and does not 
the bct that I pour out my complaints to you set you 
very high ? Is it not as if I made of you a suprême 
judge, like God ? In any case, I trust to your indul- 
gence* 

^ I studied the exact sciences so hard between the âges 
of sixteen and ei^hteen that I made myself ill, as you 
know. My whole future depended on my admission to 
the École polytechnique. The work I did at that time 
was a disproportionate training for the intellect ; I ail 
but killed myself; I studied day and night ; I exerted my- 
self to do more than I was perhaps fit for. I was detcr- 
mined to pass my examinations so well that I should be 
sure not only of admittance into the École, but of a free. 
éducation there, for I wanted to spare you the expenseil 
and I succeeded ! j 

* It makes me shudder now to think of that appallingt) 
: conscription of brains yearly made over to the GoveriH 

ment by family ambition i a conscription which demtiidÉ 
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re study at a time when a lad is almost a man, 
ing fast in every way, cannot but do incalculable 

many precious fàculties which later would 
eloped and grown strong and powerful, are 
lied by the light of the student's lamp. Naturels 
inexorable ; they are not to be thrust aside by 
les nor at the pleasure of society ; and the laws 
^sical worldy the laws which govem the nature 
[lold good no less of human nature — every abuse 
md for. If you must hâve fruit out of season, 
it from a forcing house either at the expense of 
or of the quality of the fruit. La Quintinie 
i orange-trees that Louis xiv. might hâve a'^ 
3f orange blossoms every morning throughout 

Any heavy demand made on a still growing 
s a draft on its future. 

)ressing and spécial need of our âge is the spirit 
wgiver. Europe has so far seen no lawgiver 
is Christ ; and Christ, who gave us no vestige of 
[ code, left His work incomplète* For example, 
h ni cal schools were established, and the présent 

filling them with scholars was adopted, did 
in one of the great thinkers who hold in their 
immensity of the sum of the relations of the 
1 to human brain-power ; who can balance the 
)s and disadvantages, and study in the past the 
the future ? Was any inquiry made into the 

of men who, for their misfortune, knew the 
the sciences at too early an âge? Was any 
of their rarity attempted ! Was their fate 
d ? Was it discovered how they contrived to 
e continuai strain of thought ? How many of 
1 like Pascal, prematurely, worn out by science ? 
ain, lived to old âge ; when did thèse begin 
ies ? Was it known then, is it known now as 
vhsLt conformation of the brain is best fitted to 
: strain, and to cope prematurely with know- 
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Icdge ? Is it so much as suspectée that this is before ail 
things a phjrsioiogical question ? 

^ Well, I think myself that the gênerai rule is that the 
végétative period of adolescence should be prolongea. 
There are exceptions; there are some so constituted 
that they are capable of this effort in youth, but the 
resuit is the shortening of life in most cases. Clearly 
the man of genius who can stand the precocious exercise 
of his faculties is bound to be an exception among ex- 
ceptions. If médical testimony and social data bear me 
out, our way of recruiting for the teçhnical schools in 
France worics as much havoc among^ the best human 
spécimens of each génération as La Quintinie's process 
among the orange-trees. 

* But to continue (for I will append my doubts to each 
séries of fàcts), I began my work anew at the Ecole, and 
with more enthusiasm than ever. I meant to leave it 
as successfully as I had entered it. Between the âges 
of nineteen and one-and-twenty I worked with ail my 
might, and developed my faculties by their constant 
exercise. Those two years set the crown on the three 
which came before them, when I was only preparing to 
do great things. And then, what pride did I not ffel 
when I had won the privilège of choosing the career j 
most to my mind ? I might be a military or marine 
engineer, might go on the staff" of the Ârtillery, into the 
Mines department, or the Roads and Bridges. I took 
your advice, and became a civil engineer. 

^ Yet where I triumphed, how many fell out of the 
ranks ! You know that from year to year the Govern- 
ment raises the standard of the École. The work grows 
barder and more trying from time to time. The course 
of preparatory study through which I went was nothing , 
compared with the work at fever-heat in the École, to ' 
the end that every physical science — mathematics, 
astronomy, and chemistry, and the terminologies of each 
— ^may be packed into the heads of so many young men 
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between the âges of nineteen and twenty-one. The 
Government hère in France, which in so many ways 
seems to aim at taking the place of the paternal authority, 
has in this respect no bowels — no father's pity for its 
children ; it makes its experiments in anima vili. The 
ugly statistics of the mischief it has wrought hâve never 
been asked for ; . no one has troubled to inquire how 
many cases of brain fever there hâve been during the 
last thirty-six years; how many explosions of despair 
among those young lads ; no one takes account of the 
moral destruction which décimâtes the victims. I lay 
stress on this painfîil aspect of the problem, because it 
occurs by the way, and before the final result ; for a few 
weaklings the resuit comes soon instead of late. You 
know, besides, that thèse victims, whose minds work 
slowly, or who, it may be, are temporarily stupefied with 
overwork, are allowed to stay for three years instead of 
two at the Ecole, but the way thèse are regarded there 
has no very favourable influence on their capacity. In 
fact, it may chance that young men, who at a later day 
will show that they hâve something in them, may leave 
the Ecole without an appointment at ail, because at the 
final examination they do not exhibit the amount of 
knowledge required of them. Thèse are ^^ plucked," as 
they say, and Napoléon used to make sub-lieutenants of 
them. In thèse dajrs the ^^ plucked " candidate reprcsents 
a vast loss of capital invested by families, and a loss of 
time for the lad himself. 

^ But, after ail, I myself succeeded ! At the âge of 
one-and-twenty I had gone over ail the ground dis- 
covered in mathematics by men of genius, and I was 
impatient to distinguish myself by going further. 
The désire is so natural that almost every student 
when he leaves the École fixes his eyes on the sun 
called glory in an invisible heaven. The first thought 
in ail our minds was to be a Newton, a Laplace, or 
a Vauban. Such are the efforts which France requires 
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of young men who leave the famous École poly- 
technique ! 

^ And now let us see what becomes of the men sorted 
and sifted with such care out of a whole génération. Ât 
one-and-twenty we dream dreams, a whole lifetime lies 
before us, we expect wonders. I entered the School of 
Roads and Bridges, and became a civil engineer. I 
studied construction, and with what enthusiasm ! You 
must remember it. In 1826, when I left the School, at 
the âge of twenty-four, I was still only a civil engineer 
on my promotion, with a Government grant of a hundred 
and nfty francs a month. The worst paid book-keeper 
in Paris will earn as much by the time he is eighteen, and 
with four hours' work in the day. By unhoped-for good 
luck, it may be because my studies had brought me dis- 
tinction, I received an appointment as a surveyor in 
1828. I was twenty-six years old. They sent me, you 
know where, into a sub-prefecture with a salary of two 
thousand five hundred francs. The money matters 
nothing. My lot is at any rate more brilliant than a 
carpenter's son has a right to expect ; but what journey- 
man grocer put into a shop at the âge of sixteen will 1 
not be fàirly on the way to an independence by the time * 
he is six-and-twenty ? 

^ Then I found out the end to which thèse terrible 
displays of intelligence were directed, and why the 
gigantic efforts, required of us by the Government, were 
made. The Government set me to count paving stones 
and measure the heaps of road-metal by the waysides. 
I must repair, keep in order, and occasionally construct 
funnels and culverts, maintain the ways, clean out, and 
occasionally open ditches. Ât the ofEce I must answer 
ail questions relating to the alignment or the planting 
and felling of trees. Thèse, are in fact, the principal and 
often the only occupations of an ordinary surveyor. 
Perhaps from time to time there is some bit of levelling 
to be done, and that we are obliged to do ourselves^ 



i 
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though any of the foremen with his practical expérience 
could do the work a good deal better than we can with 
ail our science. 

' There are nearly four hundred of us altogether — 
ordinary surveyors and assistants — ^and as there are only 
some hundred odd engineers-in-chief, ail the subordinates 
cannot hope for promotion ; there is practically no higher 
rank to absorb the engineers-in-chief, for twelve or fifteen 
inspectors-general or divisionaries scarcely count, and 
their posts are almost as much of sinécures in our corps 
as colonelcies in the artillery when the battery is united 
with it. An ordinary civil engineer, like a captain of 
artillery, knows ail that is known about his work ; he 
ought not to need any one to look after him except an 
administrative head to connect the eighty-six engineers 
with each other and the Government, for a single 
engineer with two assistants isquite enough for a depart- 
ment. A hierarchy in such a body as ours works in this 
way. Energetic minds are subordinated to old eiFete 
intelligences, who think themselves bound to distort 
and alter (they think for the better) the drafts sub- 
mitted to them; perhaps they do this simply to give 
some reason for their existence; and this, it seems 
to me, is the only influence exerted on public works 
in France by the General Council of Roads and 
Bridges. 

^ Let us suppose, however, that between the âges of 
thirty and forty I become an engineer of the first-class, 
and am an engineer-in-chief by the time I am fifty. 
Alas ! I foresee my future ; it lies before my eyes. My 
engineer-in-chief is a man of sixty. He left the famous 
École with distinction, as I did ; he has grown grey in 
two departments over such work as I am doing ; he has 
become the most commonplace man imaginable, has 
fallen from the heights of attainment he once reached j 
nay, more than that, he is not even abreast of science. 
Science has made progress^and he has remained stationary ; 
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worse still, has forgotten what he once knew ! Tiw 
man who came to the Aront at the âge of twenty-two 
with every sign of real ability has nothing of it left now 
but the appearance. At the very outset of his career 
his éducation was especially directed to matfaemadcs and 
the exact sciences, and he took no interest in anything 
that was not ^^ in his line." You would scarcely belkve 
it, but the man knows absolutely nothing of other 
branches of learning. Mathematics hâve orted up his 
heart and brain. I cannot tell any one but you what a 
nullity he really is, screened by the name of the École 
polytechnique. The label is impressive; and people, 
being prejudiced in his favour, do not dare to throw any 
doubt on his ability. But to you I may say that his 
befog^ged intellects hâve cost the department in one afiair 
a million francs, where two hundred thousand should hâve 
been ample. I was for protesting, for opening the pre- 
fect's eyes, and what not ; but a friend of mine, another 
surveyor, told me about a man in the corps who became a 
kind of black sheep in the eyes of administration by doing 
something of this sort. ** Would you yourself be very 
much pleased, when you are eneineer-in-chief, to hâve 
your mistakes shown up by a suoordinate ? " asked he. 
" Your cngineer-in-chief will bc a divisionary inspector 
before very long. As soon as one of us makes some 
egregious blunder, the Administration (which, of course, 
must never be in the wrong) withdraws the perpetrator 
from active service and makes him an inspector." That 
is how the reward due to a capable man becomes a sort 
of premium on stupidity. 

^ Ail France saw one disaster in the heart of Paris, the 
misérable collapse of the first suspension bridge which 
an engineer (a member of the Académie des Sciences 
moreover) endeavoured to construct, a collapse caused by 
blunders which would not hâve been made by the con- 
structor of the Canal de Briare in the time of Henri iv., 
nor by the monk who built the Pont Royal. Him too 
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the Administration consoled by a summons to the Board 
of the General Council. 

^ Are the technicad schools really manufactories of in- 
compétence ? The problem requires prolonged observa- 
tion. If there is anything in what I say, a reform is 
needed, at any rate in the way in which they are carried 
on, for I do not venture to question the usemhiess of the 
Ecoles. Still, looking back over the past, does it appear 
that France has ever lacked men of great ability at need, 
or the talent she tries to hatch as required in thèse 
days by Monge's method i What school turned out 
Vauban save the great school called ^^ vocation "? Who 
was Riquet's master ? When genius has raised itself 
above the social level, urged upwards by a vocation, it is 
almost always fuUy equipped ; and in that case your man 
is no ^^specialist, but has something universal in his 
gift. I do not believe that any engineer who ever left 
the École could build one of the miracles of architecture 
which Leonardo da Vinci reared; Leonardo at once 
mechanician, architect, and painter, one of the inventors 
of hydraulic science, the indefatigable constructor of 
canals. They are so accustomed while yet in their teens 
to the bald simglicity of geometry, that by the time 
they leave the École they hâve quite lost ail feeling 
for grâce or ornament ; a column to their eyes is a 
useless waste of material ; they return to the point 
where art begins — on utility they take their stand, and 
stay there. 

^But this is as nothing compared with the disease 
which is consuming me. I feel that a most terrible 
change is being wrought in me ; I feel that my energy 
and faculties, after the exorbitant strain put upon them, 
are dwindling and growing feeble. The influence of 
my humdrum life is creeping over me. After such 
efforts as mine, I feel that I am destined to do great 
chingSj and I am confronted by the most trivial task 
worl^ such as verifying yards of road métal, inspecting 
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highways, checking inventories of stores. I hâve noC 
enough to do to iill two hours in the day. 

^ I watch my coUeagues marry and &11 out of touch 
with modem thought. Is my ambition really im- 
moderate ? I should like to serve my country. My 
country required me to give proofof noordinary powers, 
and bade me become an encyclopedia of the sciences — 
and hère I am, folding my arms in an obscure corner of 
a province. I am not allowed to leave the place where 
I am penned up, to exercise my wits by trying new and 
useful experiments elsewhere. A vague indefinable 
grudge is the certain reward awaiting any one of us who 
follows his own inspirations, and does more than the de- 
partment requires of him. The most that such a man 
ought to hope for is that his overweening presumption 
may be passed over, his talent neglected, while his project 
receives décent burial in the pigeon-holes at headquarters. 
What will Vicat*s reward be, I wonder ? (Between 
ourselves, Vicat is the only man among us who has 
made any real advance in the science of construction.) 

^ The General Council of Roads and Bridges is partly 
made up of men worn out by long and sometimes honour- 
able service, but whose remaining brain power only exerts 
itself negatively ; thèse gentlemen erase anything that 
they cannot understand at their âge, and act as a sort of 
extmguisher to be put when required on audacious 
innovations. The Council might hâve been created for 
the express purpose of paralysing the arm of the generous 
younger génération, which only asks for leave to work, 
and would fain serve France. 

* Monstrous things happen in Paris. The future of a 
province dépends on the visa of thèse bureaucrats. I 
hâve not time to tell you ail about the intrigues which 
balk the best schemes ; for them the best schemes are, as 
a matter of &ct, those which open up the best prospects 
ofmoney-making to the greed of speculators and com- 
pdnies, which knock most ab\ise& on x!cl^ V^aid^ for 
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abuses are always stronger than the spirit of improvement 
in France. In five years' time my old self-will no longer 
exists. I shall see my ambitions die out in me, and my 
noble désire to use the &culties which my country bade 
me display, and then left to rust in my obscure corner. 

^ Taking the most fàvourable view possible, my outlook 
seems to me to be very poor. I took advantage of leave 
of absence to come to Paris. I want to change my 
career, to find scope for my énergies, knowledge, and 
activi^. I shall send in my résignation, and go to some . 
country where men with my spécial training are needed, 
where great things may be done. If none of ail this is 
possible, I will throw in my lot with some of thèse new 
doctrines which seem as if they must make some great 
change in the présent order of things, by directing the 
workers to better purpose. For what are we but 
labourers without work, tools lying idle in the warehouse ? 
We are organised as if it was a question of shaking the 
globe, and we are required to do— nothing. 

^ I am copscious that there is something great in me 
which is pining away and will perish ; I tell you this with 
mathematical explicitness. But I should like to hâve 
your advice before I make a change in my condition. I 
look on myself as your son, and should never take any 
important step without consulting you, for your expérience 
is as great as your goodness. I know, of course, that 
when the Government has obtained its specially trained 
men, it can no more set its engineers to construct public 
monuments than it can déclare war to give the army an 
opportunity of winning great battles and of iinding out 
which are its great captains. But, then, as the man 
has never failed to appear when circumstances called for 
him ; as, at the moment when there is much money to 
be spent and great things to be done, one of thèse 
unique men of genius springs up from the crowd ; and as, 
particularly in matters of this kitvd^ otvt M-axioMv >& 
enougb at z time^ nothing cou\à bclVat ôft.Tosycvs\x^\s. ^^^ 



2o6 The Country Parson 

utter uselessness of the institution. In conclusion, whi 
a picked man's mental énergies hâve been stimiUated 1 
ail this préparation, how can the Government help seeit 
that he will make any amount of struggle befbre J 
allows himself to be enFaced ? Is it wise policy ? Wh 
is it but a way of kindling burning ambition ? Would thi 
bid ail those perfervid heads learn to calculate anything ai 
everything but the probabilities of their own futures ? 

^There are, no doubt, exceptions amongsome six hu 
dred young men, some firm and unbending characters, wl 
décline to be withdrawn in this way from circulation, 
know some of them ; but if the story of their struggl 
with men and things could be told in mil; if it were kno¥ 
how that, while full of useful projects and ideas whi< 
would put life and wealth into stagnant coimtry district 
they meet with hindrances put in their way by the ve 
men who (so the Government led them to believe) wou 
give them help and countenance, the strong man, tl 
man of talent, the man whose nature is a minci 
would be thought a hundred times more unfortunate ai 
more to be pitied than the man whose degenerate natu 
tamely resigns himself to the atrophy of his faculties. 

^ So I would prefer to direct some private commen 
or industrial enterprise, and live on very little, whi 
trying to iind a solution of some one of the many unsob 
problems of industry and modem life, rather than rema 
where I am. You will say that there is nothing to pr 
vent me from employing my powers as it is ; that in 
silence of this humdrum life I might set myself to find 
solution of one of those problems which presses on hu u 
ity. Ah ! monsieur, do you not understand whac tl 
influence of the provinces is ; the enervating eflFect of ali 
just sufficiently busy to fiU the days with ail but fiitile wor 
but yet not full enough to give occupation to the powers 
fully developed by such a training as ours î You will n 
think, my dear guardian, that I am eaten up with 
ambition of money-making, or consumed with i 
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désire for iame. I hâve not learned to calculate to 
so little purpose that I cannot measure the empdness 
of fàtnt. The inévitable activity of the life has 
led me not to think of marriage; and looking at my 
présent prospects, I hâve not so good an opinion of 
existence as to give such a sorry présent to another self. 
Although I look upon money as one of the most po^rer- 
fiil instruments that can be put in the hands of a civilised 
man, money is, after ail, only a means. My sole pleasure 
lies in the assurance that I am serving my countiy. To 
hâve employment for my Êiculties in a congenial atmo- 
sphère would be the height of enjoyment for me. Perhaps 
among your acquaintance in your part of the world, in 
the circle on which you shine, you might hear of some- 
thing vi^hich requires some of the aptitude which you 
know that I possess; I will wait six months for an 
answer from you. 

^ Thèse things which I am writing to you, dear patron 
and friend, others are thinking. I hâve seen a good many 
of my colleagues or old scholars at the École, caught, as I 
was, in the snare of a spécial training; ordnance surveyors, 
captain-professors, captains in the Artillery, doomed 
(as they see) to be captains for the rest of their davs, 
bitterly regretting that they did not go into the regular 
army. Again and again, in fact, we hâve admitted to 
each other in confidence that we are victims of a long 
mystification, which we only discover when it is too late 
to draw back, when the miil-horse is used to the round, 
and the sick man accustomed to his disease. 

^ After looking carefuUy into thèse melancholy results, 
I hâve asked myself the following questions, which I send 
to you, as a man of sensé, whose mature wisdom 
wîU see ail that lies in them, Imowing that they are fruit 
of thought refined by the fires of painful expérience. 

^ What end has the Government in view i To obtain 
the best abilides ? - If so, the Government sets to work 
to obtain a directly opposite resuit : if it had hated talent 
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it could not hâve had better success in producing re- 
spectable mediocrities. — Or does it intend to open out a 
career to selected intelligence ? It could not well hâve given 
it a more médiocre position. There is not a man sent out 
by the Écoles who does not regret between iifty and sixty 
that he fell into the snare concealed by the ofiers of the 
Government. — Does it mean to secure men of genius ? 
What really great man hâve the Écoles turned out since 
1790? Would Cachin, the genius to whom we owc 
Cherbourg, hâve existed but for Napoléon ? It wa» 
Impérial despotism which singled him out ; the Constitu- 
tional Administration would hâve stifled him. — ^Does the 
Académie des Sciences number many members who hâve 
passed through the technical schools ? Two or three, it 
may be ; but the man of genius invariably appears from 
outside. In the particular sciences which are studied 
at thèse schools, genius obeys no laws but its own j it 
only develops under circumstances over which we hâve no 
control ; and neither the Government, nor anthropology, 
knows the conditions. Riquet, Perronet, Leonardo 
da Vinci, Cachin, Palladio, Brunelleschi, Michel Angelo^ 
Bramante, Vauban, and Vicat ail derived their genius 
from unobserved causes and préparation to which we 
give the name of chance — the great word for fools to 
fall back upon. Schools or no schools, thèse sublime 
workers hâve never been lacking in every âge. And now, 
does the Government, by means of organising, obtain 
Works of public utility better done or at a cheaper rate ? 

^ In the iirst place, private enterprise does very well 
without professional engineers ; and, in the second, ! 
State-directed works are the most expensive of ail ; and 
besides the actual outlay, there is the cost of the mainteiH 
ance of the great stafF of the Roads and Bridges Depart- 
ment. Finally, in other countries where they hâve no 
institutions of this kind, in Germany, Engiand, and 
Italy, such public works are carried out quite as wdl, 
and cost less than ours in France. Each of the threc 
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countries is well known for new and usefiil inventions of 
this kind. I know it is the fashion to speak of our 
Ëcoles as if they were the envv of Europe ; but Europe 
has been watching us thèse nfteen years^ and nowhere 
will you find the like instituted elsewhere. The English, 
those shrewd men of business, hâve better schook among 
their working classes, where they train practicai men, 
who become conspicuous at once when they rise from 
practicai work to theory. Stephenson and Macadam 
were not pupils in thèse cunous institutions of ours* 

^But where is the use? When young and dever 
engineers, men of spirit and enthusiasm, hâve solved at 
the outset of their career the problem of the maintenance 
of the roads of France, which requires hundreds of 
millions of francs every twenty-five years, which roads 
are in a déplorable state, it is in vain for them to puUish 
learned treatises and memorials ; everything is swaUowed 
down by the board of direction^ everything j;oe8 in and 
nothing cornes out of a central bureau in Paris, where 
the old men are jealous of their juniors, and high places 
are refuges for superannuated blunderers. 

^l^his is how, with a body of educated men distributed 
ail over France, a body which is part of the machinery 
of administrative govemment, and to whom the countiy 
looks for direction and enlightenment on the great 
questions within their department, it will prohibly 
happen that we in France shall still be talking about 
railways when other countries hâve finished theirs. 
Now, if ever France ought to demonstrate the excellence 
of her technical schools as an institution, should it not be 
in a magnificent public work of this spécial kind, destined 
to change the face of nuny countries, and to double 
the length of human life by modifying the laws of time 
and space ? Belgium, the United States, Germany, and 
England, without an École polytechnique, will hâve a 
network of railways while our engineers are still tracing 
out the plans, and hideous jobbery lurking behind the 
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projects will check their exécution. You cannot lay a 
stone in France until half a score of scribblers in Paris 
hâve drawn up a drivelling report that nobody wants. 
The Government, therefore, gets no good of its technical 
schools ; and as for the individual — he is tied down to a 
médiocre career, his life is a cruel delusion. Certain it 
is that with the abilities which he displayed between the 
âges of sixteen and twenty-iive he would hâve gained 
more réputation and riches if he had been left to shift 
for himself than he will acquire in the career to which 
Government condemns him. As a merchant, a sciendfic 
man, or a soldier, this picked man would hâve a wide 
field before him, his precious faculties and enthusiasm 
would not hâve been prematurely and stupidly exhausted. 
Then where is the advance ? Assuredly the individual 
and the State both lose by the présent System. Does 
not an experiment carried on for half a century show 
that changes are needed in the way the institution is 
worked ? What priesthood qualifies a man for the task 
of selecting from a whole génération those who shall 
hereafter be the learned class of France ? What studio 
should not thèse high priests of Destiny hâve made? 
A knowledge of mathematics is, perhaps, scarcely lO 
necessary as physiological knowledge; and does it not 
seem to you that something of that clairvoyance which 
is the wizardry of great men might be required too? 
As a matter of &ct, the examiners are old professorfi 
men worthy of ail honour, grown old in harness ; their 
duty it is to discover the best memories, and there il an . 
end of it ; they can do nothing but what is required of 
them. Truly their functions should be the most impor- 
tant ones in the State, and call for extraordinary men to 
fulfil them. 

^ Do not think, my dear friend and patron, that mr 
censure is confined to the École through which I myseU 
passed ; it applies not only to the institution itself, but 
aiso and still more to the methods by which ladi an 
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i admitted ; that is to say, to the System of compétitive 
i examination. Compétition is a modem invention, and 
essentially bad. It is bad not only in leaming but in 
every possible connection, in the arts, in every élection 
made of men, projects, or things. It is unfbrtunate 
that our famous schools should not hâve turned out 
better men than any other chance assemblage of lads ; 
but it is still more disgracefiil that among the prizemen 
ut the Institute there has been no great painter, musician, 
architect, or sculptor; even as for the psust twenty 
years the gênerai élections hâve swept no single great 
statesman to the front out of ail the shoals of mediocrities. 
My remarks hâve a bearing upon an error which is 
vitiadng both politics and éducation in France. This 
cruel error is based on the following principle, which 
organisers hâve overlooked : — 

' " Nothing in expérience or in the nature of things can 
warrant the assumption that the intellectual qualities of 
early manhood will te those of maturity^ 

^ At the présent time I hâve been brought in contact 
with several disdnguished men who are stud)ring the 
many moral maladies which prey upon France. They 
recognise, as I do, the fâct thiat secondary éducation 
forces a sort of temporary capacity in those who hâve 
neither présent work nor Aiture prospects ; and that the 
enlightenment difFused by primary éducation is of no 
advantage to the State, because it is bereft of belief and 
sentiment. 

^Our whole educational System calls for sweeping 
reform, which should be carried out under the direction 
] of a man of profound knowledge, a man with a strong 
will, gifted with that législative &culty which, possibly, 
is found in Jean- Jacques Rousseau alone of ail modems. 

^ Then, perhaps, the superfluous specialists might iind 
employment in elementaiy teaching ; it is badly needed 
by the mass of the people. We hâve not enougn patient 
and devoted teachers fi>r the training of thèse classes. 
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The déplorable prevalence of crimes and misdemeanoius 
points to a weak spot in our social System — ^the one- i 
sided éducation which tends to weaken the fàbric ofjj 
Society, by teaching the masses to think sufficiently to 
reject the religious beliefs necessary for their government, 
yet not enough to raise them to a conception of the 
theory of obédience and duty, which is the last word of 
transcendental philosophy. It is impossible to put a 
whole nation through a course of Kant ; and belief and 
use and wont are more wholesome for the people thaii 
study and argument. 

^ If I had to begin again from the very beginningi 
I dare say I might enter a seminary and incline to tbe 
life of a simple country parson or a village schoolmascer. 
But now I hâve gone too far to be a mère elementary 
teacher ; and, besides, a wider field of action is open lo '■ 
me than the schoolhouse or the parish. I cannot go 
the whole way with the Saint-Simonians, with whom I 
am tempted to throw in my lot ; but with ail their 
mistakes, they hâve laid a finger on many weak points 
in our social System, the results of our législation, which 
will be palliated rather than remedied — simply putting 
ofF the evil day for France, — Good-bye, dear sir ; in spite 
of thèse observations of mine, rest assured of my respect 
fui and faithful friendship, a friendship which can onlj 
grow with time. 

* Grégoire Gérard.' 

Acting on old business habit, Grossetête had indorsed 
the letter with the rough draft of a reply, and written 
beneath it the sacramental word ^ Answered.' « 

^ My dear Gérard, — It is the more unnecessary lo 
enter upon any discussion of the observations contamed 
in your letter, since that chance (to make use of the 
word for fools) enables me to make you an offer which 
vill practically extricate you from a position in which 
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you fînd yourself so ill at ease. Mme. Grasiin, who 
owns the r orest of Montégnac, and a good deal of barren 
land below the long range of hilk on which the forest 
lies, bas a notion of turning her vast estâtes to some 
account, of exploiting the woods and bringing tbe stony 
land into cultivation. Small pay and plenty of work ! 
A great resuit to be brought about by insigniiicfânt 
means, a district to be transformed ! Abundance made 
to spring up on the barest rock ! Is not this what you 
wished to do, you who would &in realise a poet's dream? 
From the sincère ring of your letter, I do not hesitate 
to ask you to corne to Limoges to see me ; but do not 
send in your résignation, my friend, only sever your 
connection with your corps, explain to the authorities 
that you are about to make a study of some problems 
that lie within your province, but outside the limits of 
your work for the Government. In that way you will 
lose none of your privilèges, and you will gain time in 
which to décide whether this scheme of the curé's at 
Montégnac, which finds fiivour in Mme. Graslin's eyes, 
is a feasible one. If thèse vast changes should prove to 
be practicable, I will lay the possible advantages before 
you by word of mouth, and not by letter. — Believe me 
to be, always sincerely, your friend, 

*Grossetête.' 

For ail reply Mme. Graslin wrote :— - 

* Thank you, my friend j I am waiting to see your 
protégé.* 

She showed the letter to M. Bonnet with the remark, 
^ Hère is one more wounded créature seeking the great 
hospital ! ' 

The curé read the letter and re-read it, took two or 
three turns upon the terrace, and handed the paper back 
to Mme. GrasUn. 

^ It cornes from a noble nature, the man has something 
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in him, he said. ' He writes that the schook^ invented 
by the spirit of the Révolution, manufacture ineptitude ; 
for my own part, I call them manufactories of unbelief ; 
for if M. Gérard is not an atheist, he is a Protestant——' 
^ We will ask him/ she said, struck with the curé*i 
answer. 

A fortnight later, in the month of December, M. 
Grossetête came to Montégnac, in spite of the cold. to 
introduce his protégé. Véronique and M. Bonnet awaited 
his arrivai with impatience. 

^ One must love you very much, my child,' said the 
old man, taking both of Véronique's hands, and kissing 
them with the old-fashioned elderly gallantry which a 
woman never takes amiss ; ^ yes, one must love you very 
much indeed to stir out of Limoges in such weather as 
this 'y but I had made up my mind that I must come in 
person to make you a présent of M. Grégoire Gérard. 
Hère he is. — A man after jour own heart, M. Bonnet,* 
the old banker added with an aiFectionate greedng to 
the curé. 

Gérard's appearance was not very prepossessing. He 
was a thick-set man of middle height ; his neck wat loit 
in his shoulders, to use the common expression ; he had 
the golden hair and red eyes of an Albino ; and his eye- 
lashes and eyebrows were almost white. Although, ai 
often happens in thèse cases, his complexion wai 
dazzlingly fair, its original beauty was destroyed by the 
very apparent pits and seams left oy an attack of small- 
pox ; much reading had doubtless injured his eyesight, fer 
he wore coloured spectacles. Nor when he div^ted 
himself of a thick overcoat, like a gendarme's, did hîi 
dress redeem thèse personal defects. 

The way in which his clothes were put on and 

Kiit-t-nned, like his untidy cravat and crumpled shirt. 

stinctive signs of that personal carelessnes8| laid 

ge of learned men, who are ail, more or leiS| 
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oblivious of their surroundings. His face and bearing, 
the great development of chest and shoulders, as coin- 
pared with his thin legs, suggested a sort of physical 
détérioration produced by méditative habits, not un- 
common in those who think much ; but the stout heart 
and eager inteUigence of the writer of the letter were 
plainlv visible on a forehead which might hâve been 
chiselled in Carrara marble. Nature seemed to hâve 
reserved her seal of greatness for the brow, and stamped 
it with the steadiâstness and goodness of the man. The 
nose was of the true Gallic type, and blunted. The 
firm, istraight lines of the mouth indicated an absolute 
discrétion and the sensé of economy ; but the whole face 
looked old before its time, and worn with study. 

Mme. Graslin turned to speak to the inventon ^ We 
already owe you thanks, monsieur,' she said, ^ for being 
so good as to corne to superintend engineering work in 
a country which can hold out no inducements to you 
save the satisfaction of knowing that you can do good/ 

' M. Grossetéte told me enough about you on our 
way hère, madame,' he answered, ^ to make me feel very 
glad to be of any use to you. The prospect of living 
near to you and M. Bonnet seemed to me charming. 
Unless I am driven away, I look to spend my life hère.' 

* We will try to giveyou no cause for changing your 
opinion,' smiled Mme. Graslin. 

Grossetéte took her aside. ^ Hère are the papers 
which the public prosecutor gave me,' he said. * He 
seemed very much surprised that you did not apply 
directly to him. AU that you hâve asked has been done 
promptly and with goodwill. In the first place, your 
protégé will be reinstated in ail his rights as a citizen ; 
and in the second, Catherine Curieux will be sent to you 
in three months' time. 

* Where is she ? ' asked Véronique. 

* At the Hôpital Saint-Louis,' Grossetéte axvsw^t^. 
^ She connût ieave Paris until she \s t^con^\^^% 
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* Ah ! is shc ill, poor thîng ? * 

' You will find ail that you want to know hère,' said 
Grossetête, holding out a packet. 

Véronique went back to her guests, and led the way 
to the magniiicent dining-hall on the ground floor, walk- 
ing between Grossetête and Gérard. She presided over 
the dinner without joining them, for she had made it a 
rule to take her meals alone since she had corne to Mon- 
tégnac. No one but Aline was in the secret, which the 
girl kept scrupulously until her mistress was in danger of 
her life. 

The mayor of Montégnac, the justice of the peace, 
and the doctor had naturally been invited to meet the 
new-comer. 

The doctor, a young man of seven-and-twenty, 
Roubaud by name, was keenly desirous of making the 
acquaintance of the great lady of Limousin. The curé 
was the better pleased to introduce him at the château 
since it was M. Bonnet's wish that Véronique should 
gather some sort of society about her, to distract her 
thoughts from herself, and to find some mental food. Rou- 
baud was one of the young doctors perfectly equipped in 
his science, such as the École de médecine turns out in 
Paris, a man who might, without doubt, hâve looked to a 
brilliant future in the vast théâtre of the capital ; but he 
had seen something of the strife of ambitions there, and 
took fright, conscious that he had more knowledge than 
capacity for scheming, more aptitude than greed; his 
gentle nature had inclined him to the narrower théâtre 
y^ provincial life, where he hoped to win appréciation 
,iT sooner than in Paris. 

At Limoges Roubaud had come into collision with 
old-^hioned ways and patients not to be shaken in their 
préjudices ; he had been won over by M. Bonnet, who at 
sight of the kindly and prepossessing face had thought that 
hère was a worker to co-operate with him. Roubaud 
was short and fair-haired, and would hâve been rather 
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sting looking but for the grey eyes, which 
the physiologistes sagacity and the persévérance 
udent. Hitherto Montégnac was fain to be con- 
h an old army surgeon, who found his cellars a 
al more interesting than his patients, and who, 
T, was past the hard work of a country doctor. 
pened to die just at that time. Rouoaud had 
Montégnac for some eighteen months, and was 
»ular there ; but Desplein's young disciple, one of 
wers of Cabanis, was no Catholic in his beliefs. 
as to religion, he had lapsed into a fatal indiiFer- 
)m which he was not to be roused. He was the 
)f the curé, not that there was any harm what- 
him, his invariable absence from church was 
by his profession, he never talked on religions 
le was incapable of making prosélytes, no good 
: could hâve behaved better than he, but he 
to occupy himself with a problem which, to his 
;, was beyond the scope of the human mind ; and 
é once hearing him let fall the remark that 
;m was the religion of ail great thinkers, fancied 
ubaud inclined to the Pythagorean doctrine of 
sformation of soûls. 

aud, meeting Mme. Grasiin for the (irst time, 
mtly startled at the sight of her. His médical 
Ige enabled him tp divi ne in her face and bearing 
•n features unheard-oF^ufferinê ôf ^flïlîïâ^ and 
preternatural strength of characterj^and the j;reat 
which can endure the strain of very différent 
des. He, in a manner, read her înner hîstory, . 
: dark places deliberately hidden away ; and more <^ 
s, he saw the disease that preyed upon the secret 
this fair woman ; for there are certain tints in 
faces that indicate a poison working in the 
s, even as the colour of fruit will betray the 
: of the worm at its core. From that time 
M. Roubaud felt so strongly attracted to Mme. 
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Grasiin, that he feared to be drawn beyond the limit 
where frîendship ends. There was an éloquence, which 
men always understand, in Véronique's brows and attitude, 
and, above ail, in her eyes ; it was suffi ciently unmistak- 
able that she was dead to love, even as other women 
with a like éloquence proclaim the contraqr. The 
doctor became her chivalrous worshipper on the spot. 
He exchanged a swift glance with the curé, and M. 
Bonnet said within himself — 

' Hère is the flash from heaven that will change thii 
poor unbeliever ? Mme. Graslin will hâve more 
éloquence than 1/ 

The mayor, an old countryman, overawed by the 
splendour of the dining-room, and surprised to be asked 
to meet one of the richest men in the department, had 
put on his best clothes for the occasion ; he felt some* 
what uneasy in them, and scarcely more at ease with his 
Company. Mme. Graslin, too, in her mourning dress 
was an awe-inspiring figure ; the worthy mayor was 
dumb. He had once been a fermer at Saint-LéonanL 
had bought the one habitable house in the township, and 
cultivated the land that belonged to it himself. He 
could read and write, but only managed to acquit 
himself in his officiai capacity with the help of the 
justice's clerk, who prepared his work for him ; se he 
ardently desired the advent of a notary, meaning to lay 
the burden of his public duties on officiai shoulders when 
that day should come ; but Montégnac was so poverty- 
stricken, that a résident notary was hardly needed, and 
the notariés of the principal place in the arrondissement 
found clients in Montégnac. 

The justice of the peace, Clousier by name, was a 
retired barrister from Limoges. Briefs had grown scarce \ 
with the learned gentleman, owing to a tendency on his : 
part to put in practice the noble maxim that a oarrister 
is the fîrst judge of the client and the case. About the 
ear 1809 he obtained this appointment ; the salary was 
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a meagre pittance, but enough to live upon. In this way 
he had reached the most honourable but the most com- 
plète penury. Twenty-two years of résidence in the 
poor commune had transformed the worthy lawyer into a 
countryman, scarcely to be distinguished from any of the 
small iarmers round about, whom he resembled even in the 
eut of his coat. But beneath Clousier's homely exterior 
dwelt a clairvoyant spirit, a philosophical politician 
whose Gallio's attitude was due to his perfect know- 
ledge of human nature and of men's motives. For a long 
time he had baffled M. Bonnet's perspicacity. The man 
who, in a higher sphère, might hâve played the active 
part of a L'Hôpital, incapable of intrigue, like ail dee{X 
thinkers, had come at last to lead the contemplative 
life of a hermit of olden time. Rich without doubt, 
with ail the gains of privation, he was swayed by no 
Personal considérations ; he knew the law and judged 
impartially. His life, reduced to the barest necessaries, 
was regular and pure. The peasants loved and respected 
M. Clousier for the fatherly disinterestedness with which 
he settled their disputes and gave advice in their smallest 
difficulties. For the last two years ^ Old Clousier,' as 
every one called him in Montégnac, had had one of his 
nephews to help him, a rather intelligent young man, 
who, at a later day, contributed not a little to the pros- 
perity of the commune. 

The most striking thing about the old man's hct was 
the broad vast forehead. Two bushy masses of white 
hair stood out on either side of it. A florid complexion 
and magisterial portliness might give the impression that 
(in spite of his real sobriety) he was as earnest a disciple 
of Bacchus as of Troplong and TouUier. His scarcely 
audible voice îndicated asthmatic oppression of breathing ; 
possibly the dry air of Montégnac had counted for some- 
thing in his décision when he made up his mind to 
accept the post. His little house had been iitted up for 
him by the well-to-do sabot maker, his landlord. Clousier 
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had already seen Véronique at church^ and had fornied 
his own opinion of her^ which opinion he kept to him- 
self; he had not even spoken of her to M. Bonnet^ with 
whom he was beginning to feel at home. For the iirst 
time in his life, the justice of the peace found himself in 
the Company of persons able to understand him. 

When the six guests had taken their places round a 
handsomely-appointed table (for Véronique had brought 
ail her furniture with her to Montégnac), there was a 
brief embarrassed pause. The doctor, the mayor, and 
the justice were none of them acquainted with Grossetéte 1 
or with Gérard. But during the iirst course the banker's 
geniality thawed the ice, Mme. Graslin graciously en- 
couraged M. Roubaud and drew out Gérard ; under her 
influence ail thèse différent natures, full of exquisite 
^ qualities, recognised their kinship. It was not long 
before each felt himself to be in a congenial atmosphère. 
So by the time dessert was put on the table, and the 
crystal and the gilded edges of the porcelain sparkled, 
when choice wines were set in circulation, handed to the 
guests by Aline, Maurice Champion, and Grossetête's 
man, the conversation had become more confidential, 
so that the four noble natures thus brought together by 
chance felt free to speak their real minds on the great 
subjects that men love to discuss in good Ëiith. 

* Your leave of absence coincided with the Revcdution 
of July,' Grossetête said, looking at Gérard in a way that 
asked his opinion. 

^ Yes,' answered the engineer. ^ I was in Paris during 
the three iamous days ; I saw it ail ; I drew some dis* 
heartening conclusions.' 

* What were they ? ' M. Bonnet asked quickly. 
^ There is no patriotism left except under the work- 

\ man's shirt,' answered Gérard. ^ Therein lies the ruin of 

; France. The Révolution of July is the defeat of men 

< who are notable for birth, fortune, and talent, and a defeat 

in which they acquiesce. The enthusiastic zeal of the 



The Country Parson %%i 

nasses bas gained a victory over the rich and intelligent 
:lasses, to whom zeal and enthusiasm is antipathetic 

^ To judge by last year*8 events^' added M. Clousier, 
:he change is a direct encouraeement to the evil which 
s devouring us — to IndividusJism. In fifty years' time 
;very generous question will be replaced by a ^ ffliût is 
that to mef^^ the watchword of independent opinion 
lescended from the spiritual heights where Luther, 
Z)alvin, Zwingle, and Knox inaugunited it, dll even in y 
3olitical economy each bas a right to bis own opinion. J 
Each for himself! Lit each mon rnind his own hisifuss f 
—thèse two terrible phrases, together with ffliat is thatf 
to me? complète a trinity of doctrine for the bour- . 
^eoisie and the peasant proprietors. This egoism is the / 
resuit of defects in our civil législation, somewhat tooL 
lastily accomplished in the first instance, and now ton- j 
firmed by the terrible consécration of the Revdutioa of 
ruly.' 

The justice relapsed into his wonted silence again' 
i¥ith this speech, which gave the euests plenty to think 
3ver. Then M. Bonnet venturecTyet further, encour- 
iged by Clousier's remarks, and by a glance exchanged 
[)etween Gérard and Grossetête. 

* Good King Charles x.,' said he, ^ has just failed in the 
tnost provident and salutary enterprise that king ever 
ondertook for the happiness of a nation intrusted to him. 
The Church should be proud of the share she bad in his 
zouncils. But it viras the heart and brain of the upper 
classes which failed him, as they had £uled before over '^ 
the Rreat question of the law witn regard to the succession 
3f the eldest son, the eternal honour of the one bold 
$tatesman of the Restoration — ^the Comte de Peyronnet. 
1 o reconstruct the nation on the hasis of the fàunily, to 
dcprivè the prias of its power to do harmi withoiït 
restricting its usefuGiesi^ to confine the élective duunber 
to the functions for which Tt was rëally intendeil^ P?^SY^ '>' 
back to reUgion itt influence over the people,— «udh were 
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the four cardinal points of the domestic policjr of the 
House of Bourbon. Well, in twenty years* tîme ail 
France will see the necessity of that great and salutary 
course. King Charles x. was, moreover, more insecure 
in the position which he decided to quit than in the 
position in which his paternal authority came to an end. 
The future history of our fair country, when everything 
shall be periodically called in question, when c easel cgs 
discussion shall take the place of action, when th e prc»s 
shàirbecome the sovereign power and the. toôl ûLIEc 
basest ambitions, will prove the wisdom of the kingjyho 
has just taken with him the real principles 6( govern- 
ment. History will render to him his due n)T*l£c 
courage with which he withstood his best friends, when 
once he had probed the wound, seen its extent, and the 
pressing necessity for the treatment, which has not been 
continued by those for whom he threw himself into the 
breach.' 

* Well, M. le Cur^ you go straight to the point with- 
out the slightest disguise, cried M. Gérard, ^but I 
do not say nay. When Napoléon made his Russian 
campaign he was forty years ahead of his âge ; he was 
misunderstood. Russia and England, in 1830, can 
explain the campaign of 1812. Charles x. was in the 
same unfortunate position ; twenty-iive years hence his 
ordinances may perhaps become law.' 

^ France, too éloquent a country not to babble, toc 
vainglorious to recognise real ability, in spite of the 
sublime good sensé of her language and the mass of her 
people, is the very last country in which to introduce the 
System of two deliberating chambers,' the justice of the 
peace remarked. ^Ât any rate, not without the admirable 
safeguards ^ainst thèse éléments in the national character, 
devised by Napoleon's expérience, The représentat ive »¥» ■ 
tem may work in a country like England, where its action 
is circumscribed by the nature of the soil ; but the ffgKFo f ; 
primogeniture, as applied to real estate, is a neccjwy ' 
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part of ît j without t his fact or> the représentative ggtem 
becbmes s hecr nonsen se. EnglânZTowes its existence to 
the qu^i^feudal law which transmitted the house and 
lands to the oldest son. Russia is iirmly seated on the 
feudal System of autocracy. For thèse reasons, both 
nations at the présent day are making alarming pro- 
gress. Au stria could no t hâve resisted our invasions as 
she didj nor^dedared a secoiicTwâr 2^g^TnitlS[z^tëon^J^d 
it liot beâ ïor thelaw of primogeniture, whlch préserves * 
the strenoth or the lamily and maintains production on 
the large scale necessarv to the State. The Hbuse'*of 
Bourbon, conscious tbiatXiberalismliad relegated France 
to the rank of a third-rate power in Europe, determined 
to regain and keep their place, and the country shook ofF 
the Bourbons when they had ail but saved the country. I do 
not know how deep the présent state of things will sink us.' 

* If there should be a war,* cried Grossetête, * France 
will be without horses, as Napoléon was in 181 3, when 
he was reduced to the resources of France alone, and 
could not make use of the victories of Lutzen and 
Bautzen, and was crushed at Leipsic ! If peace con- 
tinues, the evil will grow worse : twenty years hence, 
the number of horned catde and horses in France will 
be diminished by one-half.' 

' M. Grossetête is right,* said Gérard. — *So the work 
which you hâve decided to attempt hère is a service 
done to your country, madame,' he added, turning to 
Véronique. 

^ Yes,' said the justice of the peace, ^ because Mme. 
Graslin has but one son. But will this chance in the 
succession repeat itself ? For a certain time, let us hope, 
the great and magnificent scheme of cultivation which 
you are to carry into efFect will be in the hands of one 
owner, and therefore will continue to provide grazing 
land for horses and cattle. Bjit^inspite of ail, a d ay 
wiUcomewhen forest and^field wurnST^^j^^/S^^L^â:^ 
or sofd Tn lo b. Di vision ani sulbâl^^^ .^nï^. ^f?^^52?* •* 
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until the six thousand acres of plain will count ten or 
twelve hundred owners; and when that tiihê cornes^ 
there wilI be no more horses nor prize cattle.' 

* Oh ! when that tîme cornes * said the mayor. 

* There is a fVhat is that to me?^ cried M. GrossetêtCi 
^ and M. Clousier sounded the signal for it; he is caught 
in the act. — But, monsieur,' the banker went on gravely. 
addressing the bewildered mayor, * the time has corne f 
Round about Paris for a ten-league radius, the Tand is 
divided up into little patches that will hardly pasture 
sufficient milch cows. The commune of Argentcuil 
numbers thirty-eight thousand eight hundred and eighty- 
five plots of land, a good many of them bringing m 
less than fifteen centimes a year ! If it were net fer 
high farming and manure from Paris, which gives 
heavy crops of fodder of différent kinds, I do not know 
how cow-keepers and dairymen would manage. As it is, 
the animais are peculiarly subject to inflammatory diseases 
conséquent on the heating diet and confinement to cow- ^ 
sheds. They wear out their cows round about Rtfis ' 
just as they wear out horses in the streets. Then ^ 
market-gardens, orchards, nurseries, and vineyards par ' 
so much better than pasture, that the grazing land il ' 
gradually diminishing. A few years more, and milk 
will be sent in by express to Paris, like saltfish, and what 
is going on round Paris is happening also about ail large 
towns. The evils of the minute subdivision of landed 
property are extending round a hundred French cities; 
some day ail France will be eaten up by them. 

^ In 1800, according to Chaptal, there were about five 
million acres of vineyard; exact statistics would show 
fully five times as much to-day. When Normandy is 
split up into an infinitude of small holdings, by our sjrstem 
of inheritance fifty per cent, of the horse and cattle 
trade there will fall ofF; still Normandy will bave the 
moiiopoly of the Paris milk trade, for luckily the climate 
will not permit vine culture. Another curious thing to 
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notice is the steady rise in the price of butcher méat. 
In 18 14, priées ranged from seven to eleven sous per 
pound; in 1850, twenty years hence, Paris will pay 
twenty sous, unless some genius is raised up to carry out 
the théories of Charies %•' 

*You hâve pointed out the greatest evil in France,' 
said the justice of the peace. ^The cause of it lies in 
the chapter Des Successions in the Civil Code, wherein 
the equal division of real estate among the children of 
the family is required. That is the pestle which is con- 
stantly grinding the country to powder, gives to every one 
but a life-interest in property which cannot remain as it 
is after his death. A continuous process of décomposition 
(for the reverse process is never set up) will end by ruin- 
ing France. The Frcnçh jg^plut]M;)|î.gcnerated a deadly 
virus, and the DayVoTJuly hâve set the poison worHnjg^ 
afresh f this dangerous germ of disease is the açquisj,uôn ^ 
of laiïd by peasants. If thé chaptëir Des Successions is 
the origin of the evil, it is through the peasant that it 
reaches its worst phase. The peasant never relinouishes 

the land he h^. wp^,,. X«et^>ttUtf liTiitl 6iice.get bctw.gj6fl 
the iÔj^cTf çvçr-h he diiâdesand^^^ it 

till £here are but strips of ^^tlSSrSwSimr Nay, even 
thertrlfirabcs not stopTSe wîir3ïvî3eTfRe''three furrows 
in lengths. The commune of Ârgenteuil, which M. 
: \ Grossetête instanced just now, is a case in point. The . 
\\ pi'€E<>sterous value whidi the pcasanta seton.tbej$ia^ 
. scraps of land^ malcés It quite impossible to reconstruct 
an estaté; Th'elàwiàn'd procédure are madea dead letter 
^. at ' once by this division, and ownership is reduced to 
J absurdity. But it is a comparatively trifling matter that 
Il the minute subdivision of the law should paralyse the 
g treasury and the law by making it impossible to carry out 
|g its wisest régulations. There are far greater evils than 
f even thèse. There are actually landlords of property 
I bringing in fifteen and twenty centimes çer as\tv>\\SL^ 
A i * Monsieur has just said somet\iing^ iVM»M ^^ ^-ài^vws^^^ 

mi n 
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of cattle and horses/ Clousier continued, looking at 
Grossetête { ^ the System of inheritance counts for much 
in that matter. The peasant proprietor keeps cows, and 
cows only, because milk enters into his diet ; he sells the 
calves ; he even sells butter. He has no mind to raise 
oxen, still less to breed horses ; he has only just sufficient 
fodder for a year's consumption ; and when a dry spring 
cornes and hay is scarce, he is forced to take his cow to 
maricet ; he cannot afFord to keep her. If it should fidl 
eut so unluckily that two bad hay harvests came in 
succession, you would see some strange fluctuations in 
the price of beef in Paris, and, above ail, in veal, when 
the third year came.' 

^And how would they do for ^patriotic banquets" 
then ? ' asked the doctor, smiling. 

^ Âh ! ' exclaimed Mme. GrasTin, glandng at Roubaud. 
' so even hère, as every where else, politics must be served 
up with journalistic "items." * 

^ In this bad' business the bourgeoisie play the part of 
American pioneers,' continued Clousier. ^ Th^ buy up 
the large estâtes, too large for the peasant to meadle with, 
and divide them. After the bulk has been eut up and 
triturated, a forced sale or an ordinary sale in lots handi 
it over sooner or later to the peasant. Everything now^ 
days is reduced to figures, and I know of none more 
éloquent than thèse: — France possesses forty-nine million 
hectares of land, for the sake of convenience, let us uj 
forty, deducting something for roads and highroadi^ 
dunes, canals, land out of cultivation, and wastes like the 
plain of Montégnac, which need capital. New, out 
of forty million hectares to a population of thirty-two 
millions, there are a hundred and twenty-five millioii 
parcels of land, according to the land-tax retums. I 
hâve not taken the fractions into account. So we hâve 
outrun the agrarian law, and yet neither poverty nor 
discord are at an end. Then the next thing will be that 
those who are turning the land into crumbs and diminish- 
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ing the output of produce, will find moutlipieces for the 
cry that true social justice only permits the usufruct of the 
land to each. They will say that ownership in perpetuity 
is robbery. The Saint-Simonians hâve begun already.' 

^There spoke the magistrate,' said Grossetête, *and 
this is what the banker adds to his bold reflections. 
When landed property became tenable by peasants and 
small shopkeepers, a great wrong was done to France, 
though the Government does not so much as suspect it. 
Suppose that we set down the whole mass of the peasants 
at three million families, after deducting the paupers. 
Those families ail belong to the wage-earning class. 
Their wages are paid in money instead of in kind * 

^ There is another immense blunder in our législation,' 
Clousier cried, breaking in on the banker. * In 1 790 it 
might still hâve been possible to pass a law empowering 
employers to pay wages in kind, but now — to introduce 
such a measure would be to risk a Révolution.' 

*In this way,* Grossetête continued, *the money of 
the country passes into the pockets of the^rol<Qt^at. 
Now, the peasant has one passion, one désire, one déter- 
mination, one aim in life — ^to die a lia^ded jpiroprietor. 
This 'désire, as M. Clouder has very clearly shown, is 
one resuit of thé Révolution— a direct conséquence^ 
the sale of the national lands. Unly those who hâve 
no idéa of the state of things in country districts could 
refuse to admit that each of those three million families 
annually buries fifty francs as a regular thing, and in 
this way a hundred and fifty millions of francs are 
withdrawn from circulation every year. The science of 
political economy has reduced to an axiom the statement 
that a five-franc pièce, if it passes through a hundred 
hands in the course of a day, does duty for five 
hundred francs. Now, it is certain for some of us old 
observers of the state of things in country districts, 
that the peasant fixes his eyes on a bit of jand, keeps 
ready to pounce upoa i^ and bides his time — meanwhile 
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he never invests his capital. The intervais in the 
peasant's land-purchases should, therefore, be reckoned at 
periods of seven years. For seven years, cpnsequently, 
a capital of eleven hundred million francs is lylnglSle in 
the peasants' hands^ and as the lower middié classes do 
the same thing to quite the same extent, and behavë ln 
the same way wich regard to land on too large a scalelor 
the peasant to nibble at, in forty-two years FrancèToscs 
the interest on two milliards of francs at least — that is to 
say, on something like a hundred millions every s çvct 
years, or six hundred millions in forty-two years. But 
this is not the only loss. France has iailed to create the 
worth of six hundred millions in agricultural or industrial 
produce. And this fàilure to produce may be taken as a 
loss of twelve hundred million francs ; for if the market 
price of a product were not double the actual cost of 
production, commerce would be at a standstill. The 
prolétariat deprives itself of six hundred million francs of 
wages. Thèse six hundred millions of initial loss that 
represent, for an economist, twelve hundred millions of 
loss of benefit derived from circulation, explain how it 
is that our commerce, shipping trade, and agriculture 
compare so badly with the state of things in Ëngland. 
In spite of the différences between the two countries (a 
good two-thirds of them, moreover, in our fiivour), 
England could mount our cavalry twice over, and every 
one there eats méat. But then, under the English system 
of land-tenure, it is almost impossible for the working [ ^ 
classes to buy land, and so ail the money is kept in con- ! 
stant circulation. So beside the evils of the comminu- 
tion of the land, and the decay of the trade in cattle^ 
horses, and sheep, the chapter b^s Successions costs us a 
further loss of six hundred million francs of interest on 
the capital buried by the peasants and tradespeople, or 
twelve hundred million francs* worth of produce (at the 
least) — ^that is to say, a total loss of three milliards of 
francs withJrawn from circulation every half-century.' 
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^ The moral efFect is worse than the material effect ! ' 
cried the curé. ^ We are turning the peasantry into 
pauper landowners, and half educating the lower middle 
classes. It will not be long before the canker of Each 
for himself! Let each mind his own business! which 
did its work last July among the upper classes, will 
»pread to the middle classes. A prolétariat of hardened 
materialists, knowing no God but envy, no zeal but 
the despair of hunger, with no faith nor belief left, 
will come to the firont, and trample the heart of the 
country under foot. The foreîgner, waxing great under 
a monarchical government, will nnd us under the shadow 
of royalty withbut the rcalfty ôf a king, withôut law 
under the cover of legality, owners of property but not 
proprietors, with the risht pf élection but without a 
government, listless holders of free and independent 
opinions, equal but equally unfortunate. Let us hope 
that between now and then God will raise up in France 
the man for the time, one of those elect who breathe a 
tiew spirit into a nation, a man who, whether he is a 
Sylla or a Marius, whether he comes from the heights or 
rises from the depths, will reconstruct society/ 

^ The first thing to do will be to send him to the 
Assizes or to the police court,* said Gérard, *The 
judgment of Socrates or of Christ will be given to him, 
liere in 1831, as of old in Attica and at Jérusalem. 
To-day, as of old, jealous mediocrity allows the thinker to 
starve. If the great political physicians who hâve 
studied the diseases of France, and are opposed to the 
spirit of the âge, should resist to the starvation-point, we 
ridicule them, and treat them as visionaries. Hère in 
France wc revolt against the sovereign thinker, the great 
man of the future, jùst as we rise in revolt against the 
political sovereign. 

^ But in those old times the Sophists had a very 
[iinited audience,' cried the justice of the peace; ^while 
to-day, through the médium of the periodical press, they 
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can lead a whole nation astray; and the press which 
pleads for common-sense iinds no écho ! ' 

The ma^or looked at M. Clousier with intense astonisb- 
ment. Mme. Grasiin, delighted to find a simple justice 
of the peace interested in such grave problems^ tumed 
to her neighbour M. Roubaud with, * Do you know M* 
Clousier ? 

* Not till to-day ! Madame, you are working mirades,* 
he added in her car. * And yet look at his forehead, how 
finely shaped it is ! It is like the classical or traditional 
brow that sculptors gave to Lycurgus and the wise men 
of Greece, is it not ? — Clcarly there was an impolitic 
side to the Révolution of July,' he added aloud, after 
going through Grossetête reasonings. He had been a 
médical student, and perhaps would bave lent a hand at 
a barricade. 

* 'Twas trebly impolitic,' said Clousier. * We havc con- 
cluded the case for law and finance, now for the Govern- 
ment. The Royal power, weakened by the dogma of the 
national sovereignty, in virtue of which the élection was 
made on the gth of Âugust 1830, will strive to over- 
come its rival, a principle which gives the people the 
right of changing a dynasty every time they fidl to 
apprehend the intentions of their king ; so there is a 
domestic struggle before us which will check progress in 
France for a long while yet. 

^ England bas wisely steered clear of ail thèse sunken 
rocks,' said Gérard. * I bave been in England. I admire 
the hive which sends swarms over the globe to settle and 
civilise. In England political det^te is a oomedy 
intended to satisfy the people and to hide the action of 
authority which moves untrammelled in its lofty spEëre ; 
élection there, is not, as in France, the referring of aqucfr 
tion to a stupid bourgeoisie. If the land were divjded 
up, England would cease to exist at once. The' gréât 
landowners and the lords control the machinery of 
Government. They hâve a navy which takes posscMion 
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>f whole quarten of the globe (and under the very ejres 
>f Europe) to fiilfil the exigencies of their trade, and (onn 
:oIonie8 for the discontentcd and unsadsiàctory. Instead 
>f waging war on men of ability, annihSatine and undef" 
ating tSem, thé' EiigïïA^^'anstoaàcir continiuny^seeks 
:hem out, rewards and âi»îmna'tès them. TEé Ênglish 
ire prompt to act in ail that concerns the Government, 
ind in the choice of men and material, while with us 
iction of any kind is dow ; and yet thejr are slow, and 
ive impatient. Capital with them is adventurous, and 
ilways moving ; with us it is shy and suspidous. Hère 
is corroboration of M. Grossetête's statements about the 
[oss to industry of the peasants' capital ; I cui sketch 
the différence in a few words. English capital, which 
is constantly circuladng, has created ten milliards of 
Mrealth in the shape of expanded manufactures and joint- 
stock companies paying dividends ; while hère in France, 
though we hâve more capital, it hu net yielded one- 
tenth part of the profit. 

^ It is ail the more extraordinary,* said Rouba ud^ ^s înce 
that they are lymphatic, and wè are gehëra fly eith er 
sanguine or nervous.^ 

^ Hère is a grèat proUem for you to study, monsieur,' 
said Ciousier. ^ Given a national tempérament, to find 
the institutions best adapted to co^nteract it. Truly, 
Cromwell was a great legislator. He, one man, made 
England what she ts by promulgating the Act of Naviga- 
tiofij which made the English the enemy of ail other 
nations, and infused into them a fierce pride, that has 
served them as a lever. But in spite of their garrison at 
Malta, as soon as France and Russia fîilly understand the 
part to be played in politics by the Black Sea and the 
Mediterranean, the discovery of a new route to Âsia by 
way of Egypt or the Euphrates valley will be a death- 
blow to Éngland, just as the discovery of the Cape of 
Good Hope was die ruin of Venice.' 

^ And nothing of God in ail this ! ' cried the curé. 
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' M. Clousier and M. Roubaud are indiffèrent in matten 
of religion . . • and you, monsieur?' he asked que»- 
tioningly, turning to Gérard. 
^ Â Protestant,' said Grossetête. 

* You guessed rightly ! ' exclaimed Vm)nique, with a 
glance at the curé as she offered her hand to Clousier to 
return to her apartments. 

AU préjudices excited by M. Gérard's appearanœ 
quickly vanished, and the three notables of Montégnac 
congratulated themselves on such an acquisition. 

* Uniuckily,' said M. Bonnet, * there is a cause for 
antagonism between Russia and the Catholic countries 
on the shores of the Mediterranean ; a schism of littk 
real importance divides the Greek Church from the 
Latin, for the great misfortune of humanity.' 

^Each preaches for his saint,' said Mme. GfasUn, 
smiling. ^ M. Grossetête thinks of lost milliards } M. 
Clousier of law in confusion ; the doctor sees in législa- 
tion a question of tempéraments; M. le Curé sees in 
religion an obstacle in the way of a good understanding 
between France and Russia.' 

^Please add, madame,' said Gérard, *that in the 
séquestration of capital by the peasant and small tradesr 
man, I see the delay of the completion of railways in 
France ' 

* Then what would you hâve ? ' asked she. 

^ Oh ! The admirable Councillors of State who 
devised laws in the time of the Emperor and the Corps 
législatifs when those who had brains as well as those 
who had property had a voice in the élection, a body 
whose sole function it was to oppose unwise laws or 
capricious wars. The présent Chamber of Deputies is 
11 ke to end, as you will see, by becoming the goveming 
body, and legalised anarchy it will be.' 

'Great hcavens ! ' cried the curé in an acccss of 
lofty patriotism, ' how is it that minds so enlightened ' 
— he indicated Clousier, Roubaud, and Gérard — ^ 
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the evîl, and point out the remedy, and do not bej 
by applying it to themselves? AU of you repas- 
sent the classes attacked; ail of you recognise the 
necessity of passive obédience on the part of the great 
masses in the State, an obédience like that of the sddier 
in time of war ; ail of you désire the unity of authority, 
and wish that it shall never be called in question. But 
that consolidation to which England bas attained through 
the development of pride and material interests (which 
are a sort of belief) can only be attained hère by 
sentiments induced by Catholicism, and you are not 
Catholics ! l the priest drop my character, and reason 
with rationalists. 

' How can you expect the masses to become religious 
and to obey if they see irreligion and relaxed discipline 
arQund thcm ? A people united by any faith will easily ' 
get the better of men without belief. The lawof the / 
interest of ail, which underlies patriotism, is at once •. 
annulled by the law of individiial interest, whiî^h atflirôrfses j 
and implants selfîshness. Nothiiig îs solid ànd durable 
but that which îs natural, and the liatural basis of ■ 
poli tics is thé family. The family 'ëhôuld bé the basis of 
ail institutions. A universâl èffect dénotes à co-èxtêi^ive 
cause. Thèse things thât yoù notice prçceecl from the ' 
social principle itsel^ whîcn hais no force, beçause jt is 
baS'ëdon'Tndepêhdent opinion, and the right of private 
judgment îs the forerunner of individualîsm. ' TThiere is 
ess wisdom in looking for the blessing of security from 
the intelligence and capacity of the nujority, than in 
depending upon the intelligence of institutions and the 
capacity of one single man for the blessing of security. 
It is easier to find wisdom in one man than in a whole 
nation. The peoples hâve but a blind heart to guide 
them ; they feel, but they do not see. A^governnicnt 
must see, and must not be swayed by sentiments. There 
is therefore an évident contradiction between the first 
impulses of the masses and the action of authority which 
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must direct their energy and give it unity. To find a 
great prince is a great chance (to use your language), 
but to trust your destinies to any assembly of men, even 
if they are honest, is madness. 

^ France is mad at this moment ! Âlas ! you are as 
thoroughly convinced of this as I. If ail men who 
really believe what they say, as you do, would set the 
example in their own circle ; if every intelligent thinker 
would set his hand to raising once more the altars of the 
great spiritual republic, of the one Church whrdfins 
directed humanity, we might see once more in France 
the miracles wrought there by oiu* fathers.' 

^ What would you hâve, M. le Curé ? ' said Gerurd, 
Mf one must speak to you as in the confisssional — I look 
on faith as a lie which you consciously tell yourself, on 
hope as a lie about the future, and on this charity of 
yours as a child's trick ; one is a good boy, for the sake 
of the jam.* 

^And yet, monsieur, when hope rocks us we deep 
well,' said Mme. Graslin. 

Roubaud, who was about to speak, supported by i 
glance from Grossetête and the curé, stopped short at the 
words. 

'Is it any fault of ours,' said Clousier, ' if Jésus Christ 
had not time to formulate a System of government in 
accordance with His teaching, as Moses didand Confudus 
— the two greatest legislators whom the world ha» seen, 
for the Jews and the Chinese stiU maintain their national 
existence, though the first are scattered ail over the earth, 
and the second an isolated people?' 

' Ah ! you are giving me a task indeed,' said the curé 
candidly, 'but I shall triumph, I shall convert ail of 
you. . . . You are ncarer the Faith than you think. 
Truth lurks beneath the lie ; come forward but a step, and 
you return ! ' 

And with this cry from the curé the converiation took 
a frcsh direction. 
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The next morning beibre M« Grossetête went, he pro- 
nised to take an active share in Véronique's schiemes so 
»oon as they should be îudged pracdcable. Mme. Grasiin 
md Gérard rode beside his travelling carriage as Su- as 
:he point where the cross road joined the high-road from 
Bordeaux to Lyon* Gérard was so eager to see the place^ 
ind Véronique so anxious to show it to him, that this 
îde had been planned ovemight. After thejr took leave 
>f the kind old man, they eauloped down into the great 
dain and skirted the hil&des that lay between the 
:hâteau and the Living Rock. The surveyor recosnised 
:he rock embankment which Farrabesche had pointed out ; 
t stood up like the lowest course of masonry under the 
bundations of the hills, in such a sort that when. the 
>ed of this indestructible canal of naturels making should 
>e cleared out, and the water-courses rogulated so as not 
:o choke it, irrigation would actually be fiidlitated by 
:liat long channel which lav about ten ièet above the 
»urface of the plain. The nrst thine to be done was to 
ïstimate the volume of water in the Gabou, and to make 
:ertain that the sides of the yalley could hold it ; no 
lecision could be made tili this was known. 

Véronique gave a horse to Farrabesche, who was to 
iccompany Grérard and acquaint him with the least 
letails which he himself had observed. After some days 
)f considération Gérard thought the base of either par- 
Jlel chains of hill solid enough (albdt of différent 
naterîal) to hold the water. 

In the January of the following year, a wet season, 
[jérard calculated the probable amount of water dis- 
:harged by the Gabou, and fbund that when the three 
^ater-courseshad been diverted into the torrent, the total 
imount would be suffident to water an area three times 
is great as the plain of Montégnac The dams across 
:he Gabou, the masonry and engineering works neeïded 
:o bring the water-supply of the three httle valleys into 
Jie plain, should not oost more than sixty thousand francs | 
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for the surveyor discovered a quantity of chalky deposit 
on the common, so that lime would be cheap, and the 
forest being so near at hand, stone and timber would cost 
nothing even for transport. AU the préparations could 
be made before the Gabou ran dry, so that when the 
important work should be begun it should quickly be 
finished. But the plain was another matter. Gérard 
considered that there the first préparation would cost at 
least two hundred thousand francs, sowing and planting 
apart. 

The plain was to be divided into four squares of two 
hundred and iifty acres each. There was no question of 
breaking up the waste ; the first thing to do was to remove 
the largest flints. Nawies would be emploved to die a 
great number of trenches and to line the channels witfa 
stone to keep the water in, for the water must be made 
to flow or to stand as required. Ail this work called fer 
active, devoted, and painstaking workers. Chance 80 
ordered it that the plain was a straightforward pièce of 
work, a level stretch, and the water with a ten (bot fidl 
could be distributed at will. There was nothing to pre- 
vent the finest results in farming the land ; hère there 
might be just such a splendid green carpet as in North 
ItaTy, a source of wealth and of pride to Lombardy. 
Gérard sent to his late district for an old and experienced 
foreman, Fresquin by name. 

Mme. Graslin, therefore, wrote to ask Grossetéte to 
negotiatc for her a loan of two hundred and fifty 
thousand francs on the security of her Government stock ; 
the interest of six years, Gérard calculated, should pay off 
the debt, capital and interest. The loan was conduded 
in the course of the month of March ; and by that time | 
Gérard, with Frcsquin's assistance, had finished ail 
the preh'minary opérations, levelling, boring, observa- 
tions, and estimâtes. The news of the great scheme had 
spread through the country and roused the poor people ; 
and the indefâtigable Farrabesche, Colorat, Clousieri 
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Roubaud, and the Major ofMontégnac, ail those, in fact, 
ivho were interested in the enterprise for ita own sake or 
For Mme. Graslin's, chose the workers or gave the names 
^f the poor who deserved to be employed. 

Gérard bought partly for M. Grossetête, partiv on his 
3wn account, some thousand acres of land on tne other 
»ide of the road through Montégnac Fre&quin, his 
foreman, also took five hundred acres, and sent for his 
i¥ife and children. 

In the early days of April 1833, M. Grossetête came 
to Montégnac to see the land purchased for him by 
Gérard ; but the principal motive of his joumey was the 
arrivai of Catherine Curieux. She had corne by the 
diligence from Paris to Limc^es, and Mme. Graslin was 
expecting her. Grossetête round Mme. Graslin about 
to start for the church. M. Bonnet was to say a mass 
to ask the blessing of Heaven on the work about to 
be^in. AU the men, women, and children were présent. 
M. Grossetête broueht forward a woman of thirnr or 
thereabouts, who looked weak and out of health. * Hère 
is your protège^ he said, addressing Véronique. 

^ Are you Catherine Curieux ? Mme. Graslin asked. t^' 
* Yes, madame.' \y^ 

For a moment Vàronique looked at her ; Catherine 
was rather tall, shapely, and pale ; the exceeding sweet- 
ness of her features was not belied by the beautifiil soft 
grey eyes. In the shape of her face and the outlines of ; 
her forehead there was a nobleness, a sort of grave and 
simple majesty, sometimes seen in verv young girls^ faces 
in the country, a kind of flower of oeauty, which field 
work, and the constant wear of household cares, and 
sunburn, and neglect of appearance, wither with alarming 
rapidity. From her attitude as she stood it was easy to 
discern that she wouM move with the ease of a daughter 
of the fields and somethmg of an added grâce, uncon- 
sciously learned in Pkris. If Catherine had never left 
the Corrèze, she would no doubt hâve been by this cime 



ajS The Country Parson 

a wrinkled and withered woman, the bright tints in hcr 
face would hâve grown hard ; but Paris, which had toned 
down the high colour, had preserved her beauty ; and ill- 
health, weariness, and sorrow had given to her the 
mysterious gifts of melancholy and of that inner life of 
thought denied to poor toilers in the field who lead an 
almost animal existence. Her dress likewise marked a 
distinction between her and the peasants ; for it abiuidan dy 
displayed the Parisian taste which even the lea st coquet tisA 
women are so quick to acquire. Catherine Curie ux^not 
knowing what might await her, and unable to judge the 
lady in whose présence she stood, seemed somewhat 
embarrassed. 

^ Do you still love Farrabesche ? ' asked Mme. Graslin, 
when Grossetête left the two women together for i 
moment. 

' Yes, madame,' she answered, flushing red. 

' But if you sent him a thousand francs while he wai 
in prison, why did you not corne to him when he came 
out ? Do you feel any répugnance for him ? Speak to 
me as you would to your own mother. Were you afraid 
that he had gone utterly to the bad ? that he cared for 
you no longer ? * 

' No, madame ; but I can neither read nor write. I 
was living with a very exacting old ladv ; she fèll ill ; we 
sat up with her of a night, and I had to nurse her. I 
knew the time was coming near when Jacques would 
be out of prison, but I could not leave Paris until the 
lady died. She left me nothing, after ail mv dévotion to \ 
her and her interests. I had made myself ili with sitting j 
up with her and the hard work of nursing, and I wanteo j 
to get well again before I came back. I spent ail my 
savings, and then I made up my mind to go into the 
Hôpital Saint-Louis, and hâve just been discharged u 
cured.' 

Mme. Graslin was touched by an explanation so 
simple. 



} 
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;11, but, my dear,' she said, ' tell me why you left 
eople so suddenly; what made you leave your 
why did you not send them news of you, or get 

le to Write ' 

ail answer, Catherine wept. 

dame,' she said at last, reassured by the pressure of 
que's hand, ^ I daresay I was wrong, but it was 
han I could do to stop in the place. It was not 
felt that I had done wrong ; it was the rest of 

I was afraid of their gossip and talk, So long as 
i was hère in danger, he could not do without me ; 
ten he was gone, I felt as if I could not stop. 
was I, a girl with a child and no husband ! The 
créature would hâve been better than I. If I had 
them say the least word about Benjamin or his 

I do not know what I should hâve done. I 
hâve killed myself perhaps, or gone out of my 

My own father or mother might hâve said some- 
lasty in a moment of anger. Meek as I am, I am / 
table to bear hasty words or insuit. I hâve been 
inished ; I could not see my child, and never a day 
[>ut I thought of him ! I wanted to be forgotten, 
gotten I am. Nobody has given me a thought. 
hought I was dead, and yet many and many a time 
'. could like to leave everything to hâve one day 

d see my little boy * 

ur little boy — see, Catherine, hère he is ! * 

erine looked up and saw Benjamin, and something 

everish shiver ran through her. 

ijamin,' said Mme. Graslin, ^ come and kiss your 

• 

' mother?' cried Benjamin in amazement. He 
lis arms round Catherine's neck, and she clasped 
her with wild energy. But the boy escaped, and 
ay crying, * I will fînd him ! ' 
e. Graslin, seeing that Catherine's strength was 
made her sit down } and as she did so her eyes 
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met M. Bonnet's look, her colour rose, for in that 1 
glance her confessor read her heart* She spoke tre 
lously. 

^ I hope, M. le Curé,' she said, ^ that you will m 
Catherine and Farrabesche at once. — Do you 
remember M. Bonnet, my child ? He will tell you 
Farrabesche has behaved himself like an honest i 
since he came back. Every one in the country 
respects him ; if there is a place in the world where 
may live happily with the good opinion of every 
about you, it is hère in Montégnac. With God's y 
you will make your fortune hère, for you shall be 
tenants. Farrabesche has ail his citizen's rights agaû 

' This is ail true, my daughter,' said the curé. 

As he spoke, Farrabesche came in, led by his ei 
son. Face to face with Catherine in Mme. Gras 
présence, his face grew white, and he was mute. 
saw how active the kindness of the one had been 
him, and guessed ail that the other had suflèred in 
enforced absence. Véronique turned to go with 
Bonnet, and the curé for his part wished to take Véroni 
aside. As soon as they were out of hearine, Véroniq 
confessor looked fuU at her and saw her colour risc i 
lowered her eyes like a guilty créature. 

* You are degrading charity,' he said severely. 

^ And how ? ' she asked, raising her head. 

^ Charity,' said M. Bonnet, ^ is a passion as far gre 
than love, as humanity, madame, is greater than 
human créature. Ail this is not the spontaneous v 
of disinterested virtue. You are falling from 
grandeur of the service of man to the service of a si 
créature. In your kindness to Catherine and Fa 
besche there is an alloy of memories and àftér-thoi 
. which spoils it in the sight of Grod. PluickoutltEL 
of the dart of the spirit of evil from your heart. Do 
spoil the value of your good deeds in this way, 1 
) you ever attain at last to that holy ignorance si. 
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?^o^Jii9iÈ..y9U dsy^which is the suprême ^acç of man's ^ 
içtions?' " 

Mme. Graslin turned away to dry her eyes. Her 
ears told the curé tbat his words had reached and probed 
ome unhealed wound in her heart. Farrabesche, 
!^atherine, and Benjamin came to thank their bene- 
actress, but she made a sign to them to go away and 
eave her with M» Bonnet. 

' You see how I hâve hurt them,' she said, bidding 
lim see their disappointed faces. And the tender-hearted 
:uré beckoned to them to come back. 

* You must be completely happy,' she said. — ^ Hère is 
he patent which gives you back ail your rights as a 
îtizen, and exempts you from the old humiliating 
brmalities,' she added, holding out to Farrabesche a 
laper which she had kept. Farrabesche kissed Véro- 
lique's hand. There was an expression of submissive 
jSFection and quiet dévotion in his eyes, the dévotion 
ehich nothing could change, the fidelity of a dog for 
lis master. 

' If Jacques has suffered much, madame, I hope that it 
irill be possible for me to make up to him in happiness 
or the trouble he has been through,' said Catherine; ^for 
irhatever he may bave donc, he is aot bad.' 

Mme. Graslin turned away her head. The sight of 
heir happiness seemed to crush her. M. Bonnet left 
ter to go to the cburch, and sbe dragged herself thither 
m M. Grossetête's arm. 

After breakfast, every one went to see the work begun. 
\11 the old people of Montegnac were likewise présent, 
/éronique stood betweei> M.Grossetete and M. Bonnet on 
he top of the steep slope which the new road ascended, 
irhence they could see the alignaient of the four new 
oads, which served as a deposit for the stones taken off 
he land. Five nawies were clearing a space of eighteen 
èet (the width of each road), and throwing up a sort of 
mbankment of good soil as they worked. Four men on 



242 The Country Parson 

either side were engaged in making a ditch, and thèse 
also made a bank of fertile earth along the edge of the 
field. Behind them came two men, who dug holes at 
intervais, and planted trees. In each division, thirty 
labourers (chosen from among the poor), twenty women, 
and forty girls and children, eighty-six workers in ail, 
were busy piling up the stones which the workmen 
riddled out along the bank so as to measure the quantitjr 
produced by each group. In this way ail went abreast, 
and with such picked and enthusiastic workers rapid 
progress was being made. Grossetête promised to send 
some trees, and to ask for more, among Mme. Graslin's 
friends. It was évident that there would not be enough 
in the nursery plantations at the château to supply such 
a demand. 

Towards the end of the day, which was to finish with 
a great dinner at the château, Farrabesche begged to 
speak with Mme. Graslin for a moment. Catherine 
came with him. 

' Madame,' he said, ' you were so kind as to promiie 
me the home &rm. You meant to help me to a fortune 
when you granted me such a ikvour, but I hâve corne 
round to Catherine's ideas about our future. If I did 
well there, there would be jealousy ; a word is soon said; 
I might find things unpleasant, I am afraid, and besides, 
Catherine would never feel comfortable; it would be 
better for us to keep to ourselves, in fact. So I hâve 
come just to ask you if you will give us the land about ' 
the mouth of the Gabou, near the common, to farm ^ 
instead, and a little bit of the wood yonder under the ; 
Living Rock. You will hâve a lot of workmen there- 
abouts in July, and it would be easy then to build t 
farmhouse on a knoU in a good situation. We should be 
very happy. I would send for Guépin, poor felloW} 
when he comes out of prison ; he would work like i 
horse, and it is likely I might find a wife for him. M/ 
man is no do-nothing. No one will come up there to ttait 
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at us ; we will colonise that bit of land, and it will be 
my great ambition to make a famous farm for you there. 
Besides, I hâve corne to suggest a tenant for your great 
farm — a cousin of Catherine's, who bas a little money of 
his own ; he will be better able than I to look after such 
a big concern as that. In five years' time, please Grod, 
you will hâve five or six thousand head of cattle or 
horses down there in the plain that they are breaking up, 
and it will really take a good head to look after it ail.' 

Mme. Graslin recognised the good sensé of Farra- 
besche's request, and granted it. 

As soon as a beginning was made in the plain, Mme. 
Graslin fell into the even ways of a country life. She 
went to mass in the morning, watched over the éduca- 
tion of the son whom she idolised, and went to see her 
workmen. After dinner she was at home to her friends 
in the little drawing-room on the first floor of the centre 
tower. She taught Roubaud, Clousier, and the curé 
whist — Gérard knew the game already — ^and when the 
party broke up towards nine o'clock, every one went 
home. The only events in the pleasant life were the 
successes of the différent parts of the great enterprise. 

June came, the bed of the Gabou was dry, Gérard had 
taken up his quarters in the old keeper's cottage; for 
Farrabesche's ^mhouse was finished by this time, and 
fifty masons, returned from Paris, were building a wall 
across the valley from side to side. The masonry was 
twenty feet thick at the base, gradually sloping away to 
half that thickness at the top, and the whole length of it 
was embedded in twelve feet of solid concrète. On the 
side of the valley Gérard added a course of concrète with 
a sloping surfiice twelve feet thick at the base, and a 
similar support on the side nearest the commons, covered 
with leaf-mould several feet deep, made a substantial 
barrier which the flood water could not break through. 
In case of a very wet season, Gérard contrived a 
channel at a suitable height for the overflow. Every- 
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where the masonry was carried down on the solid rock, 
(granité, or tuÊi), that the water might not escape at the 
rides. Bj the middle of August the dam was finished. 
Meanwhile, Gérard also pre^red three chaimels in the 
three principal valleys, and ail of the undertakings cost 
les8 tlûui the estimate. In this way the £urm by the 
château could be put in working order. 

The irrigation channels in the plain under Fresquin's 
superintendence corresponded with the natural caiûd at 
the base of the hills; ail the water-courses departed 
thence. The great abundance of flints enabled him to 
pave ail the channek, and sluices were constructed so 
that the water might be kept at the required height in 
them. 

Every Sunday after mass Véronique went down 
through the park with Gérard and the curé, the doctor, 
and the mayor, to see how the System of water supply 
was working* The winter of 1833-1834 was very weL 
The water fîx>m the three streams had been tumed into 
the torrent, and the flood had made the valley of the 
Gabou into three lakes, arranged of set design one above 
the other, so as to form a reserve for times of great 
drought. In pbces where the valley widened out, 
Gérard had taken advantage of one or two knoUs to make 
an island hère and there,and to plant them with différent 
trees. This vast engineering opération had completely 
altered the appearance of the landscape, but it would 
still be five or six years before it woÂiId take its true 
character. 

^ The land was quite naked,' Farrabesche used to say, 
^and now madame has clothed it.' After ail thèse great 
changes, every one spoke of Véronique as ^madame' ld 
the countryside. When the rains ceased in June 1834, 
trial was made of the irrigation System in the part of 
the plain where seed had been sown ; and the greeo 
growth thus watered was of the same fine quality as in ] 
an Italian maràta^ or a Swiss meadow. The method in ■ 
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use on farms in Lombardy had been employed ; tfae whale 
surface was kept evenly moist, and the pbin was as even 
as a carpet. The nitre in the snow, dissolved in the 
water, doubtless contributed not a little to the fineness of 
the grass. Gérard hoped that the produce would be 
something like that of Switzerland, where, as is well 
known, this substance is an inexhausdble source of 
riches. The trees planted along the road sides, drawing 
water sufficient from the ditches, made rapid progress. 
So it came to pass that in 1838, five years after Mme. ^ 
Graslin came to Montégnac, the waste land, condemned ^ 
as stérile by twenty générations, was a green and fertile 
plain, the whole of it under cultivation» 

Gérard had built houses for five farms, besides the 
large one at the château ; Gérard's farm, like Grossetête's 
and Fresquin's, recei ved the overflow from Mme. Graslin's 
estate ; they were conducted on the same methods, and 
laid out on the same lines« Gérard built a charming 
lodge on his own property. 

When ail was finished, the townsbip of Montégnac 
acted on the suggestion of its mayor, who was delighted 
to resign his office to Gérard, and the surveyor became 
mayor in his stead. 

In 1840 the departure of the first herd of fat cattle 
sent from Montégnac to the Paris markets was an 
occasion for a rural fête. Cattle and horses were raised 
on the &rms in the plain ; for when the ground was 
cleared, seven inches of mould were usually found, which 
were manured by pasturing cattle on them, and con- 
tinually enriched by the leaves that fell every autumn 
from the trees, and, first and foremost, by the melted 
snow-water from the réservoirs in the Gabou. 

It was in this year that Mme. Graslin decided that a 
tutor must be found for her son, now eleven years old. 
She was unwilling to part with him, and yet desired to 
make a well-educated man of her boy. M. Bonnet 
wrote to the seminary* Mme. Graslin, on her side, let 
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ikll a fcw words concerning her wishes and her difficult]! 
to Monseigneur Dutheil, recently appointed to an arch- 
bishopric. It was a great and serions matter to makc 
choice of a man who must spend at least nine months 
out of twelve at the château. Gérard had oflFered alreadjf 
to ground his friend Francis in mathematics, but it ^ 
impossible to do without a tutor ; and this choice t 
she must make was the more formidable to Mme, 
Graslin, because she knew that her health was eiving 
way. As the value of the land in her beloved Mon- 
tégnac increased, she redoubled the secret austerities ol 
her life. 

Monseigneur Dutheil, with whom Mme* Graslin still 
corresponded, found her the man for whom she wished. 
He sent a schoolmaster named Ruffin from his own 
diocèse. Ruffin was a young man of five-and-twent; 
with a genius for private teaching ; he was widely read j 
in spite of an excessive sensibility, could, when necessary, 
show himself sufficiently severe for the éducation of a 
child, nor was his piety in any way prejudicial to hii 
knowledge ; finally, he was patient and pleasant-I 



' This is a real gift which I am sending you, my 1 
daughter,' so the Archbishop wrote ; ' the young man 
worthy to be the tutor of a prince, so I count upon you 
to secure his future, for he will be your son's spiritual 
father.' 

M. Ruffin was so much liked by Mme. Graslin's littk 
circle of faithful friends, that his coming made no change 
in the varions indmacies of those who grouped aboui 
their idol, seized with a sort of jealousy on the hours amd 
moments spent with her. 

The year 1843 ^^ ^^e prosperity of Montégnac 
increasing beyond ail hopes. The farm on the Gabou 
rivalled the fàrms on the plain, and the château led the 
way in ail improvements. The five other farms, which 
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by the terms of the lease paid an increasing rent, 
and would each bring in the sum of thirty thousand 
francs in twelve years* time, then brought in sixty 
thousand francs a year ail told. The farmers were just 
beginning to reap the benefits of their self-dcnial and 
Mme. Grasiin's sacrifices, and could aiFord to manure 
the meadows in the plain where the finest crops grew 
without fear of dry.seasons. The Gabou farm paid its 
first rent of four thousand francs joyously. 

It was in this year that a man in Montégnac started 
a diligence between the chief town in the arrondissement 
and Limoges; a coach ran either way daily» M. Clousier's 
nephew sold his clerkship and obtained permission to 
practise as a notary, and Fresquin was appointed to be 
tax-collector in the canton. Then the newnotary builthim- 
self a pretty house in upper Montégnac, planted mulberry 
trees on his land, and became Gérard's deputy. And 
Gérard himself, grown bold with success, thought of a 
plan which was to bring Mme. Graslin a colossal fortune ; 
for this year she paid ofF her loan, and began to receive 
interest from her investment in the funds. This was 
Gérard's scheme : He would turn the little river into a 
canal, by diverting the abundant water of the Gabou 
into it. This canal should efFect a junction with the 
Vienne, and in this way it would be possible to exploit 
twenty thousand acres of the vast forest of Montégnac. 
The woods were admirably superintended by Colorât, 
but hitherto had brought in nothing on account of the 
difficulty of transport. With this arrangement it would 
be possible to feU a thousand acres every year (thus 
dividing the forest into twenty strips for successive 
cuttings), and the valuable timber for building purposes 
could be sent by water to Limoges. This had been 
Graslin's plan; he had scarcely listened to the curé's 
* projects for the plain, he was far more interested in thç 
schçme for making a canal of the little river. 
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VERONIQUE IS LAID IN THE TOMB. 

In the beginning of the following year, in spîte of Mme. 
Graslin's bearing, her friends saw warning signs that 
dcath was near. To ail Roubaud's observarions, as to 
the utmost ingenuity of the most keen-sighted questionen^ 
Véronique gave but one answer, ^She felt wonderfullj 
well.' Yet that spring, when she revisited forest and 
farms and her rich meadows, it w^ with a childl ikej oy 

that plainly spoke of sad forebodings. 

Gérard had been obliged to make a low wall of 
concrète from the dam across the Gabou to the park at 
Montégnac along the base of the lower slope of the hiU 
of the Corrèze ; this had suggested an idea to hini« He 
would enclose the whole forest of Montégnac, and throw 
the park into it. Mme. Graslin put by thirty thousand 
francs a year for this purpose. It would take seven 
years to complète the wall ; but when it was finished, the 
splendid forest would be exempted from the dues claimed 
by the Government over unenclosed woods and lands^ 
and the three ponds in the Gabou valley would lie within 
the circuit of the park. Each of the ponds, proudly 
dubbed ^a lake,' had its island. This year, too, Gérardj 
in concert with Grossetête, prepared ^ surprise for Mmct 
Graslin's birthday; he had built on the second and 
largest island a little Chartreuse — a summer-house, satit- 
factorily rustic without, and perfectly élégant withîn. 
The old banker was in the plot, so were Farrabesche, 
Fresquin, and Clousier's nephcw, and most of the well- 
t()-do folk in Montégnac. Grossetête sent the pretty 
furniture. The bell tower, copied from the tower of 
Vcvay, produced a charming effect in the iandscape. 
Six boats (two for each lake) had been secretly built^ 
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rigged, and painted during tbe winter bv Farrabesche 
and Guépin, with some help from the village carpenter 
at Montégnac. 

So one morning in the middle of May, after Mme. 
Graslin's friends had breakfiisted with her, they led her 
out into the park, wfaich Gérard had managed for the 
last five years as architect and naturalist. It had been 
admirably laid out, doping down towards the pleasant 
meadows in the Gabou valley, where below, on tbe first 
Iake, two boats were in readiness for them. The 
meadowland, watered by several clear streams, had been 
taken in at the base of the great amphithéâtre at the 
head of the Gabou valley. The woods round about 
them had been carefîilly thinned and disposed with a 
view to the efFect ; hère the shapeliest masses of trees, 
there a charming inlet of meadow \ there was an air of 
loneliness about the forest-surrounded space which soothed 
the soûl. 

On a bit of rising ground by the Iake Gérard had 
carefully reproduced the chalet which ail travellers see 
and admire on tbe road to Brieg through the Rhône 
valley. This was to be the château, dairy, and cowshed. 
From the balcony there was a view over this hnd- 
scape created by the engineePs art, a view comparable, 
since the lakes had been made, to the loveliest Swiss 
scenery. 

It was a glorious day* Not a cloud in the blue sky, 
and on the earth beneath, the myriad gracious chance 
efFects that the fair May month can give. Light wreaths 
of mist, risen from the Iake, still hung like a thin smoke 
about the trees by the water^s edge — willows and weeping 
willows, ash and aider and abeles. Lombard and Canadian 
poplars, white and pink hawthom, birch and acacia, had 
been grouped about the Iake, as the nature of the ground 
and the trees themselves (ail finely-^rown spécimens 
now ten years old) suggested. The high green virall of 
forest trees was reflected in the sheet of water, clear as a 
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mirror, and serene as the sky; thdlr topmost crett 
clearly outlined in that limpid atmosphère, stood out i 
contrast with the thickets below them, veiled in délicat 
green undergrowth. The lakes, divided bjr strongli 
built embankments with a causeway along them 
served as a short eut from side to side of the valie] 
lay like three mirrors, each with a différent reflectin 
surface, the water trickling from one to another i 
musical cascades. And beyond this, from the cha 
you caught a glimpse of the bleak and barren comme 
lands, the pale chalky soil (seen from the balcony) lo 
like a wide sea, and supplied a contrast with the tr 
greenery about the lake. Véronique saw the glad 
in her friends' faces as their hands were held out to 
her to enter the larger boat, tears rose to her eyes^ 2 
they rowed on in silence until they reachcd the fi 
causeway. Hère they landed, to embark again on t 
second lake; and Véronique, looking up, saw t 
summer-house on the island, and Grossetête and h 
family sitting on a bench before it« 

^ They are determined to make me regret life, it sea 
she said, turning to the curé. 

^ We want to keep you among us,' Clousier said. 

^ There is no putting life into the dead,' she answereil 
but at M. Bonnet's look of rebuke, she withdrew inl 
herself again. 

^Simp^ let me hâve the charge of your healtl 
pleaded Roubaud in a gentle voice ; ^ I am sure that 
could préserve her who is the livine glory of the cantoi 
the common bond that unités the hves of ail our frien 

Véronique bent her head, while Gérard rowed sic 
out towards the island in the middle of the sheet 1 
water, the largest of the three. The upper lake chan« 
to be too fiiU ; the distant murmur of the weir seemed 1 
find a voice for the lovely landscape. 

^ You did well indeed to bring me hère to bid fârew 
to this encrancing view ' ' she said, as she saw the beaui 
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of the trees so fùU of kaTCS dut they hid tlie bank on 
either side. 

The only sign of disapprohation which Véronique's 
friends permitted themselves was a gloomy silence ; and, 
at a second glance from M. Bonnet, she sprang lightly 
from the boat with an apparent gaiety, which she sus- 
tained. Once more she brâune the ladv of the manor, 
and so charming was she, that the Crrossetête family 
thought that they saw in her the beaudful Mme. Graslin 
of old days. 

^Assuredly, you may lire yet/ her mother said in 
Véronique's ear. 

On that pleasant festival day, in the midst of a scène 
sublimely transfbrmed by the use of Naturels own 
resources, how should anything wound Véronique ? Yet 
then and there she received her deathUow. 

It had been arranged that the party should retum 
home towards nine o'dock by way of the meadows i for 
the roads, quite as fine as any in Énghnd or Italv, were 
the pride of their engineer. There were flmts in 
abundance ; as the stones were taken off the land they 
had been piled in heaps by the roadside ; and with such 
plenty of road metaL it was so easy to keep the ways in 
good order, that in nve years* dme they were in a manner 
macadamised. Carriages were waiting for the party at 
the lower end of the vallev nearest the plain, almost 
under the Living Rock« The horses had ail been bred 
in Montégnac. Their trial formed part of the pro- 
gramme for the day ; for thèse were the first that were 
ready for sale, the manager of the stud having just sent 
ten of them up to the stables of the château. Four 
handsome animais in lieht and plain harness were to 
draw Mme. Graslin's calèche, a présent from Grossetête. 

After dinner the joyous company went to take coffee 
on a promontory where a little wooden kiosk had been 
erected, a copy of one on the shores of the Bosphorus. 
From this point there was a wide outlook over the lowest 
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lake, stretching aw«7 to the great barrier tcro 
Gabou, now covered thickly with a luxuriant gro 
green, a charming spot for the eyes to rest 
Colorat's house and the old cottage, now restored 
the only buildings in the landscape ; Colorat's ca 
were scarcely adéquate for the difficult post ci 
forester in Montégnac, so he had succeeded to 
besche's office. 

From this point Mme. Graslih fimcied that she 
see Francis near Farrabesche's nursery of sajAing 
looked for the child, and could not find him, t 
Ruffin pointed him out, playing on the brink of d 
with M. Grossetête^s great-grandchildren. Vér 
folt afraid that some accident might happen, and 
listening to remonstrances, sprang into one of the 
landed on the causeway, and herself hurried a 
search of her son. This little incident broke \ 
party on the island. Grossetête, now a vénérable 
grand&ther, was the first to suggest a walk ; 
beautifol field path that wound up and down by 
of the lower lakes. 

Mme. Graslin saw Francis a long way oflF. I 
with a woman in mourning, who had thrown hei 
about him. She seemed to be from a foreign ce 
judging by her dress and the shape of her hat. Vér 
in dismay called her son to her. 

* Who is that woman ? ' she asked of the 
children ; ^ and why did Francis go away from yo 

^ The lady called him by his name,' said one of t 
girls. Mme. Sauviat and Gérard, who were ahead 
others, came up at that moment. 

^Who is that woman, dear?' said Mme. C 
turning to Francis. 

^ I do not know,' he said, ^ but no one kisses n 
that except you and grandmamma* She was cryii 
added in his mother's ear. 

' Shall I run and fetch her ? ' asked Gérard, 
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^ No ! ' said Mme. Graslin, with a curtness very 
unusual with her. 

With kindly tact, which Véronique appreciated, 
Gérard took the little ones with him and went back 
to meet the others; so that Mme. Sauviat, Mme. Graslin, 
and Francis were left together. 

^What did she say to you?' asked Mme. Sauviat, 
addressing her grandson. 

^ I don't know. She did not speak French.' 

^ Did you not understand anything she said ? ' asked 
Véronique. 

^Oh yes; one thing she said over and over again, 
that is how I can lemember it — dtar èrotherl she said.' 

Véronique leant on her mother's arm and took her 
child's hand, but she could scarcely walk, and her strength 
failed her. 

^ What is it ? • • • What bas happened ? * • • • every 
one asked of Mme. Sauviat. 

A cry broke h-om the old Auvergnate: ^Ohl.iMty 
daughter is in danger ! ' she exdaimed, in her guttural 
accent and deep voice. 

Mme. Graslin had to be carried to her carnage. She 
ordered Aline to keep beside Francis, and bed^oned to 
Gérard. 

^ You hâve been in England, I believe,' she said, when 
she had recovered herself ; ^ do you understand £nglish ? 
What do thèse words mean — dear brother i ' 

' That is very simple,' said Gérard, and he explained. 

Véronique exchanged glances with Aline and Mme. 

: Sauviat ; the two women shuddered, but controiied their 

feelings. Mme. Gradin saidc into a torpor from which 

[ nothing roused her ; she did not heed the gleeful voices 

as the carriages started, nor the splendour of the sunset 

j, h'ght on the meadows, the even pace of the horses, nor 

: the laughter of the friends who followed them on horse- 

back at a gallop. Her mother hade the man drive 

faster, and her carriage was the first to readh tkc 
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château. When the rest arrived they were told i 
Véronique had gone to her room, and would sec no o 
^ I am afraid that Mme. Graslin must hâve receii 
fatal wound,' Gérard began, speaking to his friends. 

* Where ? . . . How ? * asked they. 

* In the heart,* answered Gérard. 

Two days later Roubaud set out for Paris. He 
seen that Mme. Graslin's life was in danger, and to s 
her he had gone to summon the first doctor in Parif 
give his opinion of the case. But Véronique had c 
consented to see Roubaud to put an end to the im| 
tunities of Aline and her mother, who begged her te 
more careful of herself ; she knew that she was dy 
She declined to see M. Bonnet, saying that the rime 
not yet come; and although ail the friends who had a 
from Limoges for her birthday fesdval were anxiou 
stay with her, she entreated them to pardon her if 
could not fulfil the duties of hospitality, but she nec 
the most profound solitude. So, after Roubaud*s sud 
departure, the guests left the château of Montégx 
went back to Limoges, not so much in disappointi 
as in despair, for ail who had come with Gn 
adored Véronique, and were utterly at a loss as to 
cause of this mysterious disaster. 

One evening, two days after Grossetête's large iai 
party had left the château, Aline brought a v oi 
Mme. Graslin's room. It was Catherine Farrai» 
At first Catherine stood glued to the spot, so astoi 
was she at this sudden change in her mistress, the feat 
so drawn. 

^ Good God ! madame, what harm that poor g;irl 
done ! If only we could hâve known, Farrabesche 
I, we would never hâve taken her in. She bas 
heard that madame is ill, and sent me to tell M 
Sauviat that she should like to speak to her.' 

^HtreT cried Véronique. * Where is she at 
moment \ ' 
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^ My husband took her over to the chalet/ 

^Good/ said Mme. Graslin ; ^leave us, and tell 
Farrabesche to go. Tell the lady to wait, and my 
tnother will go to see her.* 

Ât nightËdl Véronique, leaning on her mother's arm, 
crept slowly across the park to the chalet. The moon 
shone with its most brilliant glory, the night air was 
soft ; the two women, both shaken with émotion that they 
could not conceal, received in some sort the encourage- 
ment of Nature. From moment to moment Mme. Sauviat 
stopped and made her daughter rest ; for Véronique's 
sufîerings were so poignant that it was nearly midnight 
before they reached the path that tumed down through 
the wood to the meadows, where the chalet roof sparkled 
like silver. The moonlight on the surface of the still 
water lent it a pearly hue. The faint noises of the 
night, which travel so far in the silence, made up a 
délicate harmony of sound. 

Véronique sat down on the bench outside the chalet 
in the midst of the glorious spectacle beneath the starry 
skies. The murmur of two voices and foot£dls oh the 
sands made by two persons still some distance away was 
borne to her by the water, which transmits every sound 
in the stillness as faithfiilly as it reflects everything in its 
calm surface. There was an exquisite quality in the 
intonation of one of the voices, by which véronique 
recognised the curé, and with the rustle of his cassock 
was blended the light sound of a silk dress. Evidently 
there was a woman. 

^ Let us go in,' she said to her mother. Mme. Sauviat 
and Véronique sat down on a manger in the low, large 
room built for a cowshed. 

^ I am not blaming you at ail, my child,' the curé was 
saying ; ^ but you may be the cause of an irréparable mis- 
fortune, for she is the life and soûl of this countryside.' 

^ Oh, monsieur ! I will go to-night, * the stranger 
woman's voice answered j ' but — I can say this to you — 
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it will be like death to me to leave my country a secor 
time. If 1 had stayed a day longer in that horrible Ne 
York or in the United States, where there is neith< 
hope nor faith nor charity, I should hâve died, withoi 
any illness. The air I was breathing hurt my chest, tl 
food did me no good, I was dying though I looked fii 
of life and health. When I stepped on board the suffe 
ing ceased ; I felt as if I were in France* Ah, monsieiu 
I hâve seen my mother and my brother's wik die of gri 
And then my grandfather and grandmother Taschei 
died — died, dear M. Bonnet, in spite of the unheani 
prosperity of Tascheronville. . * • Yes. Our fathc 
began a settlement, a village in Ohio, and now 
village is almost a town. One-third of the land then 
abouts belongs to our iamily, for God has watched ov< 
us ail along, and the farms hâve done well, our cr 
are magnincent, and we are rich — so rich that m 
managed to build a Catholic church. The whole tow 
is Catholic ; we will not allow any other worship, an 
we hope to convert ail the endless sects about us by 01 
example. The true faith is in a minority in that dreai 
mercenary land of the dollar, a land which chills one f 
the soûl. Still I would go back to die there sooner tha 
do the least harm hère or give the slightest pain to tl 
mother of our dear Francis. Only take me to 
parsonage house to-night, dear M. Bonnet, so that I ca 
pray awhile on his grave ; it was just that that drew 
hère, for as I came nearer and nearer the place where 1 
lies I felt quite a différent being. No, I did not beliei 
I should fcel so happy hère * 

* Very well,' said the curé $ * corne, let us go. If i 
some future day you can corne bac& without evil coi 
séquences, I will write to tell you, Denise j but perha| 
after this visit to your old home you may feel able i 
lîve yondcr without sufFering * 

^ Leave this country now when it is so beautiful herc 
Just see what Mme* Gra&lin has made oi the Gabou! 
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shc added, pointing to the moontit Iake. ^ Açd >then 
ail this will belong to our dear Francis: * 

^You shall not go, Denise,' said Mme. Graslin, 
appearing in the stable doorway. 

Jean-François Tascheron's sister clasped her hands at 
the sight of this ghost who spoke to her; for Vérooique's 
white fece in the moonlight looked unsubstantial as a 
shadow against the dark background of the open stable 
door. Her eyes glitterod like two stars* 

^ No, child^ you shall not leaye tjbe. country you hâve 
travelled so iar to see, and you shall be happy hère, Mxiless 
God should refuse to second my efforts; for God^ np 
doubt, bas sent you hère, Denise.' 

She took the astonished girl's hand in hçrs, and went 
with her down the path towards the opposite diore of 
the Iake. Moie. Sauviat and. the c^r^ Içft alone,- sat 
down on the bench. 

^ Let her bave her way,' murmured Mme. Sauviat. . 

A few minutes later Véronique returoed alpnpi her 
mother and the curé brought her back to.tjj^fs d^t(^u. 
Doubtless she had thought of some plan pf activa ifhich 
suited the mystery, for nobody saw De^içe, 90 one jf^^j^ 
that she had corne back. 

Mme. Graslin took to her bedt ^^ ^^ ^® l^^o it. 
Every day she grew wprae. It seemed to vex. her that 
Ae could not rise, for again and again she madb vain 
efforts to get up and take a walk in thie park« Oxie 
nsoming in early June, some days after that night ^t 
the chakt, she made a violent effort a^td rose and tried 
to dress herself, as if for a festival S^ beçged Gérard 
to lend her bis arm $ for her friends capae d^y for news 
of her, and when Aline said that her mistress meant p} 
go out they ail hurried up to the château. Mme. 
Graslin had summoned ail Jber rei^aining strength to 
spend it on this last walk. She gained hc^r object by a 
violent spasmodic effort of the will, ineyiubly fy^cfff^j^ 
bjr a •deacUly réaction. 

R 
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^Let us go to the chalet — and alone,' she said to 
Gérard. The tones of her voice were soft, and there 
was something like coquetry in her glance. ^ This is 
my last escapade, for I dreamed last night that the 
doctors had corne.' 

^ Would you like to see your woods ? ' asked Gérard. 

^ For the last time. But,' she added, in coaxing tonoi 
^ I hâve some strange proposais to make to you.* 

Gérard, by her direction, rowed her across the second 
lake, when she had reached it on foot. He was at a IO0 
to understand such a journey, but she indicated the 
summer-house as their destination, and he plied hit 
oars. 

There was a long pause. Her eyes wandercd ofcr 
the hillsides, the water, and the sky $ then she spoke — 

^ My Aîend, it is a strange request that I am about to 
make to you, but I think that you are the man to obej 
me/ 

^In everything,' he said, ^sure as I am that you 
cannot will anything but good.' 

^ I want you to marry,' she said ; * you will fiilfil the 
wishes of a dying woman, who is certain that she îi 
securing your happiness.' 

^ I am too ugly ! ' said Gérard. 

^ She is pretty, she is young, she wants to live in 
Montégnac ; and if you marry her, you will do something 
towards making; my last moments easier. We need not 
discuss her qualities. I tell you this, that she is a woman 
of a thousand ; and as for her charms, youth, and beautji 
the first sight will suffice, we shall see her in a moment 
in the summer-house. On our way back you shall gire 
me your answer, a " Yes " or a " No," in sober eamest' 

Mme. Graslin smiled as she saw the oars move moïc 
swiftly after this confidence. Denise, who was living 
out of sight in the island sanctuary, saw Mme. Gnolifli 
and hurried to the door. Véronique and Gérard cane 
in. In spite of herself, the poor girl flushed as she met 
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the ejts that Gérard tumed upon her; Denise^ beauty 
was an agreeabk surprise to him. 

^ La Curieux does not let jrou want ibr anjrthing, does 
she ? ' asked Véronique. 

^ Look, madame,' said Denise, pointing to the break- 
fast table. 

^ This is M. Gérard, of whom I haye spoken to 70U,' 
Véronique went on. ^He will be mj son's guardian, 
and when I am dead you will ail live togetb^ at the 
château until Francis comes of âge.' 

< Oh, madame I don't talk like that.* 

^ Just look at me, chQd ! ' said Vàonique, and ail at 
once she saw tears in the girPs eyts. — ^ She comes from 
New York,' she added, tuming to Gàard. 

This b¥ waj of putting both on a footing of acquaint- 
ance. Gérard askcd questions of Denise, and Mme. 
Graslin left them to chat, going to look out over the 
view of the last lake on tSe Gabou. At six o'dock 
Gérard and Véronique rowed back to the chalet. 

* Well ? ' queried she, looking at her friend. 
^ You hâve my word.' 

^You may be without prgudices,* Véronique bmn, 
< but you ought to know how it was that she was obliged 
to leave the country, poor chiU, brought bock by a home- 
sick longing.' 

* A slip.' 

*Oh no,' said Véronique^ *or should I introdoce her 
to you ? She is the sister of a worldng man who died 
on the scaffold • • •' 

* Oh ! Tascheron, who murdered old Pingre t * 

* Yes. She is a murderePs sister,' said Mme. Graslin, 
with inexp r cssible irony in her voice ; ' joa can take 
back jour word.' 

She went no fîirther. Gérard was compelled to carry 
her to the bench at the chalet, and for some minutes she 
lay there unoonsdous. Gérard, kneeling beside her, 
said, as soon as she opened her eyi 
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* I wîU marry Denise.' 

Mme. Graslin made him rise, she took his head in her 
hands, and set a kiss on his forehead. Then, seeing that 
he was astonished to be thus thanked, she grasped his 
hand and said — 

^You will soon know the meaning of this puzzle. 
Let us try to reach the terrace again, our friends are 
there. It is very late, and I feel very weak, and yet, I 
should like to bid farewell from afar to this dear pkun of 
mine.' 

The weather had been intolerably hot ail day ; and 
thou^ the storms, which did so much damage tlut year 
in différent parts of Europe and in France itself, respected 
the Limousin, there had been thunder along the Loire, 
and the air began to erow fresher* The sky was io 
pure that the least detaib on the horizon were sharp and 
clear. What words can describe the delicious concert 
of sounds, the smothered hum of the township, now ali?e 
with workers returning from the fields ? It would need 
the combined work of a great landscape painter and a 
painter of figures to do justice to such a picture. Il 
there not, in fact, a subtle connection between the lassi- 
tude of Nature and the labourer's weariness, an affinity 
of mood hardly to be rendered ? In the tepid twilight 
of the dog days, the rarefied air gives its full significance 
to the least sound made by every living thing. 

The women sit chatting at their doors with a bit of 
work even then in their hands, as they wait for the good- 
man who, probably, will bring the children home. The 
smoke going up from the roofs is the sign of the last 
meal of the day and the gayest for the peasants; after it 
they will sleep. The stir at that hour is the expression 
of happy and tranquil thoughts in those who hâve 
finished their day's work. There is a very distinct 
différence between their evening and morning snatches 
of song; for in this the village folk are like the birds, the 
last twitterings at night are utterly unlike their notes at 
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dawn. Ail Nature joins in the hymn of rest at the end 
of the day, as in the hymn of gladness at sunrise ; ail 
things take the softly blended hues that the sunset 
throws across the fîelds, tingeing the dusty roads with 
mellow light. If any should be bold enough to deny 
the influences of the fairest hour of the day, the very 
fiowers would convict him of faischood, intoxicating 
him with their subtlest scents, mingled with the ten- 
derest sounds of insects the amorous faint twitter of ' 
birds. 

Tliin films of mist hovered above the ^ water-lanes ' 
that furrowed the plain below the township. The 
poplars and acacias and sumach trees, planted in equal 
numbers along the roads, had grown $0 tall already that 
they shaded it, and in the wide fîelds on either siae the 
large and celebrated herds of cattle were scattered about 
m groups, some still browsing, others chewing the cud. 
Men, women, and children were busy getting in the 
last of the hay, the most picturesque of ail field work. ^ 
The evening air, less languid since the sudden breath of 
coolness after the storms, bore the wholesome scents of 
mown grass and swathes of hay. The least détails in the 1 
beautiful landscape stood out periectly sharp and clear. 

There was some fcar for the weather. The ricks 
were being fînished in ail haste; men hurried about 
them with loaded forks, raked the heaps together, and 
loaded the carts. Out in the distance the scythes were 
still busv, the women were tuming the long swathes that 
looked like hatched Unes across the fields into dotted 
rows of haycocks. 

Sounds of laughter came up from the hayfields, the 
workers frolicked over their work, the children shouted 
as they buried each other in the heaps. Every figure 
was distinct, the women's petticoats, pink, red, or blue, 
their kerchiefs, their bare arms and legs, the wide- 
brimmed straw hats of field-workers, the men's shirts, 
the white trousers that nearly ail of them wore. 
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The last rays of sunlight fell like a bright dust orer 
the long lines of poplar trees by the channels which 
divided up the plain into fîelds of various sizes, and 
lingered caressingly over the groups of men, women, 
and children, horses and carts and cattle. The shepherds 
and herdsmen began to gather their flocks together with 
the Sound of their horns. The plain seemed so silent 
and so full of sound, a strange antithesis, but onlv stnuin 
to those who do not know the splendourt of tne fiem 
Loads of green fodder came into the township from every 
side. There was something indescribabljr somnolent in 
the influence of the scène, and Véronique, between the 
curé and Gérard, uttered no word. 

At last they came to a gap made by a rough track 
that led from the houses ranged below the terrace to the 
parsonage house and the church ; and looking down into 
Montégnac, Gérard and M. Bonnet saw the upturaed 
faces of the women, men, and children, ail looking at 
them. Doubtless it was Mme. Graslin more particuuirly 
whom they followed with their eyes. And what aiFec- 
tion and gratitude there was in their way of doing this ! 
With what blessings did they not greet Véronique's 
appearance ! With what devout intentness they watched 
the three benefactors of a whole countryside! It 
was as if man added a hymn of gratitude to ail the 
songs of evening. While Mme. Graslin walked with 
her eves set on the magnifîcent distant expanse of green, 
her aearest création, the mayor and the curé watched 
the groups below. There was no mistake about their 
expression ; grief, melancholy, and regret, mingled with 
hope, were plainly visible in them ail. There was not a 
soûl in Montégnac but knew how that M. Roubaud had 
gone to Paris to fetch some great doctors, and that the 
beneiîcent lady of the canton was nearine the end of a 
fatal illness. On market days in every place fer thirty 
miles round, the peasants asked the Montégnac folk, 
^ How is your mistress ? ' And so, the great thought of 
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death hovered over this countiyside amid the fidr picture 
of the hayfields. 

Far off in the plain, more than one mower sharpening 
his Scythe, more thsui one girl leaning on her rake, 
or iârmer among his stacks of hay, looked up and paused 
thoughtfîilly to watch Mme. Graslin, their great lady, 
the pride of the Corrèze* They tried to discover some 
hopefîil sign, or watched her admiringly, prompted by a 
feeling which put work out of their minds. ^Sht is out 
of doors, so she must be better ! ' The simple phrase 
was on ail lips. 

Mme. Graslin's mother was sitting at the end of the 
terrace. Véronique had placed a cast-iron garden-seat in 
the corner, so that she might sit there and look down into 
the churchyard through the balustrade. Mme. Sauviat 
watched her daughter as she walked along the terrace, 
and her eyes fîUed with tears. She knew something of 
the pretematural efFort which Véronique was making ; 
she knew that even at that moment her daughter was 
sufièrine fearfiil pain, and that it was only a heroic 
efibrtof will that enabled her to stand. Tears, almost . 
like tears of blood, found their way down among the / 
sunburned wrinkles of a face like parchment, that seemed \ 
as if it could not alter one crease for any émotion anv | 
more. Little Graslin, standing between M. Ruffin s / 
knees, cried for sympathy. 

* What is the matter, child ? ' the tutor asked sharply. 
^ Grandmamma is cryinç ' 

M. Ruffin's eyes had been fixed on Mme. Graslin, 
who was coming towards them ; he looked at Mme. 
Sauviat j the Roman matron's £ice, stony with sorrow 
and wet with tears, gave him a great shock. That 
dumb grief had invested the old woman with a certain 
grandeiu" and sacredness. 

* Madame, why did you let her go out ? ' asked the 
tutor. 

Véronique was coming nearer. She walked Uke a 
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queen, with admirable grâce in her whole bearing. And 
Mme. Sauviat knew that she should outlive her daughtcr, 
and in the cry of despair that broke from her, a secret 
escaped that revealed many things which roused 
curiosity. 

^ To think of it ! She walks and wears a horrible hair 
shîrt always pricking her skîn ! ' 

The young mans blood ran cold at her words; he 
could not be insensible to the exquisite grâce of Véro- 
nique's movements, and shuddered as he thought of the 
cruel, unrelenting mastery that the soûl must hâve gained 
over the body. A Parisienne fâmed for her gracefiil figure, 
the ease of her carnage and bearing, might perhaps hâve 
feared comparison with Véronique at that moment. 

^She has wom it for thirteen years, ever since the 
child was weaned,' the old woman said, pointing to 
young; Graslin. ^ She has worked miracles hère ; and if 
they but knew her life, they might put her among the 
saints. Nobody has seen her eat since she came hère, 
do you know why ? Aline brings her a bit of dry bread 
three times a day on a great platter fiill of ashes, and 
vegetables cooked in water without any sait, on a red 
earthenware dish that they put a dog's food in ! Yes. 
That is the way she lives who has given life to the 
canton. — She says her prayers kneeling on the hem of 
her cilice. She savs that if she did not practise thèse 
austeritîes, she could not wear the smiling face you see.— 
I am telling you this ' (and the old woman's voice dropped 
lower) * for you to tell it to the doctor that M. Roubaud 
has gone to fetch from Paris. If he will prevent mj 
daughter from continuing thèse penances, they might 
save her yet (who knows r) though the hand of death if 
on her head. Look ! Ah, I must be very strong to hâve 
borne ail thèse things for fifteen years.' 

The old woman took her grandson's hand, raised it, 
and passed it over her forehead and cheeks as if some 
restorative balm communicated itself in the touch of the 
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I little hand $ then she set a kbs upon it, a kiss fuU of the 
i love which is the secret of grandmothers no less thaii 
B mothers. By this time Véronique was only a few paces 
I distant, Clouster was with her, and the curé and Gérard. 
Her face, lit up by the setting sun, was radiant with 
awful beauty. 

One thought, steadfàst amid many inward troubles, 
seemed to be written in the lines that fiirrowed the 
sallow forehead in long folds piled one above the other 
like clouds. The outlines of her face, now completeljr 
colourless, entirely white with the dcad olive-tinged 
whiteness of plants grown without sunlight, were thin 
but not withered, and showed traces of great physioil 
sufFering produced by mental anguish. She had quelled 
the body through the soûl, and the soûl through the 
body. So completely worn out was she, that she 
resembled her past self only as an old woman resembles | 
her portrait painted in girlhood. The glowing exprès- ' 
sion of her eyes spoke of the absolute domination of a 
Christian wiU over a body reduced to the subjection 
required by religion, for in this woman the flesh was at 
the mercy of the spirit. As in profane poetry Achilles 
dragged the dead body of Hector, victoriously she / 
dragged it over the stony ways of Ufe; and thus for/ 
fifteen years she had compassea the heavenly Jérusalem 
which she hoped to enter, not as a thief, but amid 
triumphant acclamations. Never was anchorite amid 
the parched and arid déserts of Afrita more master of his 
sensés than Véronique in her splendid château in a rich 
land of 9oft and luxm'iant landscape, nestling under the 
mantle of the great forest where science, heir to Moses' 
rod, had caused plenty to spring forth and the prosperity 
and the welfare of a whole countryside. Véronique wa^ 
looking out over the results of twelve years of patience, 
on the accomplishment of a task on which a man of 
ability might hâve prided himself ; but with the gehtle 
modesty which Pontorno's hrush depicted in the exprès- 
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sion of his symbolical Christian Chastity — ^with her anm 
about the unicorn. Her two companions respected her 
silent mood when they saw that she was gazing over the 
vast plain, once stérile, and now fertile ; the devout lady 
of the tnanor went with folded arms and eyes fixed oo 
the point where the road reached the horizon. 

Suddenly she stopped when but two paces away from 
Mme. Sauviat, who watched her as Christ's mother mint 
hâve gazed at her Son upon the Cross. Véronique raited 
her hand and pointed to the spot where the road turned 
oiF to Montégnac. 

^Doyousee that calèche and the four post-horses?' 
she asked, smiling. ^ That is M. Roubaud. He b 
coming back. We shall soon know now how many 
hours I hâve to live.* 

^ Hours!^ echoed Gérard. 

^ Did I not tell you that this was my last walk ? ' she 
said. ^ Did I not corne to see this beautiful view in aU 
its glory for the last time ? ' 

She indicated the fair meadow-land, lit up hj the last 
rays of the sun, and the township below. Ali the village 
had corne out and stood in the square in front of tw 
church. 

^ Âh,' she went on, ^ let me think that there is God's 
bénédiction in the strange atmospheric conditions that 
hâve favoured our hay harvest. Storms ail about us^ nin 
and bail and thunder bave laid waste pitilessly and 
incessantly, but not hère. The people think so; whj 
should not I follow their example ? I need so much to 
find some good augury on earth for that which awaits me 
when my eyes shall be closed ! ' 

Her child came to her, took his mother's hand, and laid 
it on his hair. The great éloquence of that movement 
touched Véronique; with preternatural strength she 
caught him up, held him on her left arm a moment as 
she used to hold him as a child at the breast, and kissed 
him. ^ Do you see this land, my boy ? ' she said. ^ Yen 
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must go on with your mother's work when you are a 



man.' 



Thcn the curé spoke sadly : * Thcrc are a very few 
strong and privileged natures who are permitted to sce 
Death hcc to iâce, to fight a long duel with him, and to 
show courafi^e and skill that strike others with admiration ; 
this is the dreadful spectacle that you give us, madame ; 
but, perhaps, you are somewhat wanting in pity for us. 
Leave us at least the hope that you are mistaken, that 
God will permit you to finish ail that you hâve 
begun.' 

^ I hâve done nothing save through you, my friends,' 
said she. ^ It was in my power to be usefiil to you ; it is 
so no longer. Everjrthing about us is green ; there is no 
desolate waste hère now, save my own heart. You 
know it, dear curé, you know that I can only find peace 
and pardon then * 

She held out her hand over the churchyard. She had 
never said so much since the day when she first came to 
Mont^nac and &inted away on that very spot. The 
curé ga^ed at his pénitent ; and, accustomed as he had 
been for long to read her thoughts, he knew from those 
simple words that he had won a fresh victory. It must 
hâve cost Véronique a terrible effort over herself to break 
a twelve years' silence with such pregnant words ; and 
the curé dasped his hands with the devout fervour &miliar 
to him, and looked with deep religious emodon on the 
family group about him. Ail their secrets had passed 
through his heart. 

Gérard looked bewildered; the words * peace and 
pardon' seemed to sound strangely in his ears; M. 
Ruffin's eyes were fixed in a sort of dull amazement on 
Mme. Graslin. And meanwhile the calèche sped 
rapidly along the road, threading its way from tree to 
tree. 

* There are five of them ! ' said the curé, who could 
see and count the travellers. 
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* Five ! ' exclaimcd M, Gérard. *Will fivc of thcm 
know more than two ? * 

^ Ah ! ' munnured Mme. Graslin, who leant on thc 
curé's arm, ^ there is the public prosecutor. What does 
he corne to do hcrc ? ' 

^ And papa Grossetête too ! ' cried Francis. 

^ Madame, take courage, be worthy of yourself,' said 
the curé. He drew Mme. Grasiin, who was leaning 
heavily on him, a few paces aside. 

^ What does he want ? ' she said for ail answer, and 
shc went to lean against the balustrade. — ^ Mother ! ' 

Mme. Sauviat sprang forward with an activîty thit 
belied her years. 

^ I shall see him again . • •' said Véronique. 

^ If he is coming with M. Grossetête,' said the curé, 
it can only be with good intentions, of course.' 

^ Ah ! sir, my daughter is dying ! ' cried Mme. Sauviat, 
seeing the change that passed over Mme. Graslin's face 
at the words. ^ How will she endure such cruel agitations? 
M. Grossetête has always prevented that man froin 
coming to see Véronique ' 

Véronique's face flamed. 

^So you hâte him, do you ? ' the Abbé Bonnet asked, 
turning to his pénitent. 

^She left Limoges lest ail Limoges should know ber 
secrets,' said Mme. Sauviat, territied by that sudden 
change wrought in Mme. Graslin's drawn features. 

^Do you not see that his présence will poison the 
hours that remain to me, when Heaven alone should be 
in my thoughts ? He is nailing me down to earth ! ' 
cried Véronique. 

The cure took Mme. Graslin's arm once more^ and 
constrained her to walk a few paces ^ when they weie 
alone, he looked full at her with one of those angdic 
looks which calm the most violent tumult in the soûl. 

^ If it is thus,' he said, ^ I, as your confessor, bid you to 
reccivc him, to be kind and gracious to him, to lay 
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this garment of anger, and to forgive him as God will 
forgive you. Can there be a taint of passion in che soûl 
that I deemed purified ? Burn this last grain of incense 
on the altar of pénitence, lest ail shall be one lie in you.' 

^ There was still this last struggle to make, and it is 
made,' she said, drying her eyes. ^The evil one was lurk- 
ing in the last recess in my heart, and doubtless it was 
God who put into M. de Granville's heart the thought 
that sends him hère* How many times will He smite 
me yet ? ' she cried. 

She stopped as if to put up an inward prayer ; then she 
turned to Mme. Sauviat, and said in a low voice — 

^ Mother dear, be nice and kind to M. le Procureur 
général.' 

In spite of herself, the old Auvergnate shuddei^ 
feverishly. 

^ There is no hope left:/ she said, as she caught at the 
curé's hand. 

As she spoke, the cracking of the postilion's whip 
announced that the calèche was dimbing the avenue ; the 
great gateway stood open, the carriage turned in the 
courtyard, and in another moment the travellers came 
eut upon the terrace. Besîde the public prosecutor and 
M. Grossetête, the Archbîshop had corne (M. Dutheil 
was in Limoges for Gabriel de Rastignac's consécration 
as Bishop), and M. Roubaud came arm in arm with 
Horace Bianchon, one of the matest doctors in Paris. 

^You are welcome,' said Véronique, addressing her 
guests, ^ and you ' (holding out a hand u> the public pro- 
secutor and grasping his) ^ especially welcome,' 

M. Grossetête, the Archbishop, and Mme. Sauviat ex- 
chançed glances at this ; so great was their astonkshment, 
that It overcame the profound discrétion of old âge. 

^ And I thank him who brought you hère,' Véronique 
went on, as she looked on the Comte de Granville's &ce 
for the first time in fifteen years. * I hâve borne you a 
grudge for a long time, but now I know that I hâve done 
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you an injustice ; you shall know the reason of ail 
if you will stay hère in Montégnac for two days.' — i 
turned to Horace Bianchon — ^This gentleman wiii 
confîrm tny appréhensions, no doubt.' — Then to the Arch- 
bishop — ^ It is God surely who sends you to me, mj 
lord,' she said with a bow. ^ For our old friendship's 
sake you will not refuse to be with me in my last 
moments. By what grâce, I wonder, hâve I ail those wbo 
hâve loved me and sustained me ail my life about me 
now ? * 

Ât the Word ^ loved ' she turned with graceiul, deliber- 
ate intent towards M. de Granville; the kindness in hcr 
manner brought tears into his eyes. There was a deep 
silence. The two doctors asked themselves what wit 
craft it was that enablcd the woman before them to 1 
upright while enduring the agony which she must si 
The other three were so shocked at the change that ilm 
had wrought in her that they could only communii 
their thoughts by the eyes. 

* Permit me to go with thèse gentlemen,' she siid, 
with her unvarying grâce of manner ; ^ it is an urgent 
question.' She took leave of her guests, and, leanine upon 
the two doctors, went towards the château so slomy and 
painfiilly that it was évident that the end was at hand. 

The Archbishop looked at the curé. 

*M. Bonnet,' hesaid, ^ you hâve worked wondersl' 

^ Not I, but God, my lord,' answered the other. 

^They said that she was dying,' exclaimed M. 
Grossetete ; ^ why, she is dead ! There is nothing left 
but a spirit ' 

^ A soûl,' said M. Gérard. 

*She is the same as ever,' cried the public prosecutor. 

* She is a Stoic after the manner of the old Greek Zeno^' 
said the tutor. 

Silently they went along the terrace and looked ont 
over the landscape that glowed a most elorious red 
colour in the light shed abroad by the fires of the suntet 



The Country Parson 271 

^ It is thirteen years since I saw this before,' said the 
Ârchbishop, indicadng the fertile fields, the vallcy, and 
the hillabove Montégnac, *so for me this miracle is as 
extraordinary as another which I hâve just witnessed ; for 
how can you let Mme. Graslin stand upright? She 
ought to bc lying in bed * 

^ So she was^' said Mme. Sauviat. * She never lefit her 
bed for ten dajrs, but she was determined to get up to 
see this place for the last dme.' 

^ I understand,' said M. de Granville. ^She wished to 
say farewell to ail that she had called into being, but she 
/an the risk of dying hère on the tenace.' 

^ M. Roubaud said that she was not to be thwarted,' 
taid Mme. Sauviat. 

< What a marvellous thing | ' exdaimed the Archbishop, 
whose eyes never wearied of wandering over the view. 
^She bas made the wiste into sown fidds. But we 
know, monsieur/ he added, turning to Gérard, ^that 
jrour skiUand your labom hâve beeo • gieatftcter in 
this. 

^ We hâve only been her labouren^' the mayor said. 
Yes ; we are onlv the handt, she was the head.' 
Mme. Sauviat left the group. and went to hear what 
the opinion of the doctor m>m Paris was. 

< We shall stand in need of heroism to be présent at 
this deathbed,' said the public prosecutor, addressing the 
Archbishop and the curé. 

^Yes,' said M. Grossetête; *but for such a friend, 
great tlungs should be donc' 

While they waited and came and went, oppressed by 
heavy thoughts, two of Mme. Graalin's tenants came up. 
They had come, they said, on behalf of a whole town- 
ship waidi^ in painml suspense to hear the verdict of 
the doctor mun Paris. 

* They are in consultation, we know nothing as yet, 
my fnends^' said the Archbishop. 

M. Roubaud came hurrying towards them, and at the 
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Sound of his quick footsteps the others hastened to meet 
him. 

* Well ? ' asked the mayor. 

^ She bas not forty-eight hours to live,' answered M. 
Roubaud. ^The disease bas developed wbile I was 
away. M. Biancbon cannot understand bow she could 
walk. Tbese seldom seen pbenomena are always the 
resuit of great exaltation of mind. — And so, gentlemeni' 
be added, speaking to the cburchmen, ^ she bas passed 
out of our bands and into yoursj science is powerless; my 
illustrious colleague tbinks that there is scarcely time for 
the cérémonies of the Churcb/ 

^ Let us put up the prayers appointed for times of great 
calamity,' said the curé, and he went away with his 
parisbioners. ^ His lordsbip will no doubt condescend 
to administer the last sacraments.' 

The Archbishop bowed bis head in reply $ he could not 
say a word, bis eyes were fiiU of tears. The group sat 
down or leant against the balustrade, and each was deep 
in bis own thoughts. The cburcb bells pealed mourn* 
fuUy, the sound of many footsteps came up from below, 
the whole village was flocking to the service. The lieht 
of the altar candies gleamed through the trees in Al 
Bonnet's garden, and then began the sounds of chanting. I 
A fâintly flushed twiligbt overspread the fields, the birds 
bad ceased to sing, and the only Sound in the plain wss 
the sbrill, melancholy, long-drawn note of the frogs. 

^ Let us do our duty,' said the Archbishop at last, and 
be went slowly towards the bouse, like a mzn who 
carries a burden greater than be can bear. 

The consultation bad taken place in the great drawing^ 
room, a vast apartment whicb communicated with a state 
bedroom, draped with crimson damask. Hère Grasiifl 
bad exhibited to the fiill the self-made man's taste tôt 
display. Véronique bad not entered the room half-4- 
dozen times in fourteen years; the great suite of apart- 
ments was completely useless to herj she had nevtf 
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received visitors in them, but the effort she had made 
to discharge her last obligations and to quell her revolted 
physical nature had left her powerless to reach her own 
rooms. 

The great doctor had taken his patient's hand and felt 
her puise, then he looked significantly at M. Roubaud, 
and the two men carried her into the adjoining rooin and 
laid her on the bed, Aline hastily flinging open the 
doors for them. There were, of course, no sheets on the 
State bed; the two doctors laid Mme. Graslin at AiU 
length on the crimson quilt, Roubaud opoied the 
Windows, flung back the Venetian shutters, and sum- 
moned help. La Sauviat and the servants came hurryins 
to the room ; they lighted the wax candies (ydlow with 
âge) in the sconces. 

Then the dying woman smiled. ^ It is decreed that 
my déath shall be a festiird, as a Christian's death should 
be.* 

During the consultation she spoke again — 

*The public prosecutor has done his work; I wvs 
going ; he has d^pattbetf ttie sooner * 

The cAd mother laid a finger on her lips with a 
warning glanée. 

^ Mother, I will speak now,' Véronique said in answer. 
^ Look ! the finger of God is in ail this ; I shafl die very 
90on in this room hung with red . . •' 

La Sauviat Went out in dismay at the words. 

^ Aline ! ' she cried, * she is «{iNeakîng out \ — ^ 

^ Ah ! madame's mind is wandering,' said the feithM 
waiting- woman, coming in with the sheets* ^ Send for 
M. le Curé, madame.' 

^ You must undress your mistress,* said BianchcMi, as 
soon as Aline entered the room. 

* It will be very diftcufc ; madame wears a hair shiit 
next her ^in.' 

*What?' the great doctor cried, ^are such horrors 
Itill practised in this nineteenth oentury ? * 

8 
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^ Mme. Graslin has never allowed me to touch the 
stomach,' said M. Roubaud. ^ I could learn nothing of 
her complaint save from her face and her puise, and from 
what I could learn from her mother and her maid.' 

Véronique was laid on a sofa while they made the 
great bed ready for her at the further end of the room. 
The doctors spoke together with lowered voices as La 
Sauviat and Aline made the bed. There was a look 
terrible to see in the two women's faces; the same thought 
was wringing both their hearts. * We are making her 
bed for the last time — ^this will be her bed of death. 

The consultation was brief. In the first placCi 
Bianchon insisted that Aline and La Sauviat must eut 
the patient out of the cilice and put her in a nightdresi. 
The two doctors waited in the great drawing-room whik 
this was done. Aline came out with the terrible instru- 
ment of penance wrapped in a towel. * Madame is just 
one wound,' she told them. 

^Madame, you hâve a stronger will than Napoléon 
had,' said Bianchon, when the two doctors had corne in 
again, and Véronique had given clear answers to the 
questions put to her. ^ You are preserving your faculdei 
in the last stage of a disease in which the Emperor^i 
brilliant intellect sank. From what I know of you, I 
feel that I owe it to you to tell you the truth.' 

^ I implore you, with clasped hands, to tell it me,' she 
said ; ^ you can measure the strength that remains to me, 
and I hâve need of ail the life that is in me for a ieir 
hours yet.' 

^ You must think of nothing but your salvation,' said 
Bianchon. 

^ If God grants that body and mind die together/ she 
said, with a divinely sweet smile, ^ believe that the fiivoiir 
is vouchsafed for tne glory of His Church on earth. M7 
mind is still needed to carnr out a thought from Goif 
while Napoléon had accomplished his destiny.' 

The two doctors looked at each other in amazementj i 



The &)untry Parson 275 

the words were spoken as easily as if Mme. Graslin had 
been in her drawing-room. 

^ Ah ! hère is the doctor who will heal me,' she added 
as the Ârchbishop entered. 

She summoned ail her strength to sit upright to take 
leave of M. Bianchon, speaking graciously, and asking 
him to accept something beside money for the good news 
which he had just brought her; then she whispered a few 
words to her mother, who went out with the doctor. 
She asked the Ârchbishop to wait until the curé should 
come, and seemed to wish to rest for a little while. 
Aline sat by her mistress's bedside. 

At midnight Mme. Graslin woke and asked for the 
Archbishop and the curé. Aline told her that they were 
in the room engaged in prayer for her. With a sign she 
disinissed her mother and the maid, and beckoned the 
two pricsts to her bed. 

^ Nothing of what I shall say is unknown to you, my 
lord, nor to you, M. le Curé. You, my Lord Arch- 
bishop, were the first to look into my conscience ; at a 
glance you read almost the whole past, and that which 
you saw was enoueh for you. My confessor, an angel 
sent by Heaven to be near me, knows something more ; 
I hâve confessed ail to him, as in duty bound. And now 
I wish to consult you — whose minds are enlightened by 
the spirit of the Church ; I want to ask you how such 
a woman as I should take leave of this life as a true 
Christian. You, spirits holy and austère, do you think 
that if Heaven vouchsafes pardon to the most complète 
and profound repentance ever made by a guilty soûl, I 
shall hâve accomplished my whole task hère on earth ? ' 

* Yes ; yes, my daughter,' said the Archbishop. 

^ No, my &ther, no ! ' she cried, sitting upright, and 
lightnings flashed from her eyeSi ^ Yonder lies an un- 
happy man in his grave, not many steps away, under the 
sole weight of a hideous crime ; hère, in this sumptuous 
house, there is a woman crowned with tl^e auréole of 
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good deeds and a virtuous life. They bless the woman ; 
they curse him, poor boy. On the criminal they heap 
exécrations, I enjoy the good opinion of ail ; yet most 
of the blâme of his crime is mine, and a great part of the 
good for which they praise me so and are gratefiil to me 
is his ; cheat that I am ! I hâve the crédit of it, and he, 
a martyr to his loyalty to me, is covered wîth sfaame. 
In a few hours I shall die, and a whole canton will weep 
for me, a whole department will praise my good deeds, 
my piety, and my virtues; and he died reviled and 
scorned, a whole town crowding about to see him die, 
for hâte of the murderer ! You, my judges, are 
indulgent to me, but I hear an imperious voice within 
me that will not let me rest. Ah ! God's hand, more 
heavy than yours, has been laid upon me day by day, as 
if to warn me that ail was not expiated yet. My sîn 
shall be redeemed by public confession. Ohl he was 
happy, that criminal who went to a shameful death in the 
face of earth and heaven ! But as for me, I cheated 
justice, and I am still a cheat ! Ail the respect shown 
to me has been like mockery, not a word of praise but 
has scorched my heart like fire. And now the pubh'c 
prosecutor has come hère. Do you not see that the 
will of Heaven is in accordance with this voice that 
cries " Confcss " ? • 

Both priests, the prince of the Church and the simple 
country parson, the two great luminaries,remained silent, 
and kept their eyes fixed on the ground. So deeplj 
moved were the judges by the greatness and the sul^ 
mission of the sinner, that they could not pass sentence. 
After a pause the Archbishop raised his noble face, thin 
and worn with the daily practice of austerity in a devout 
life. 

^My child,' he said, ^you are going beyond the com- 
mandments of the Church. It is the glory of the Church 
that she adapts her dogmas to the conditions of life in 

"ry age$ for the Church is destined to make the J 
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pilgrimage of the centuries side by sidç with humanjty. 
According to the décision of the Churd^, private con^ps- 
sion has replaced public confession. This substitution 
has made the new rule of life. The sufferings which 
you hâve endured suffice. Départ in peace. God has 
heard you indeed.' 

' But is not this wish of a criminal in accordance with 
the rule of the Early Çhurch, which fiUed heaven with 
as many saints and martyrs and confessors as there are 
stars in heaven ? * Véronique cried earnestly. * Who was 
it that wrote **Confess your faults one to another"? 
Was it not oneof our Saviour's own immédiate disciples? 
Let me confess my shame publicly upon my knees. 
That will be an expiation of the wrong that I hâve done 
to the world, and to a fâmily exiled and almost extinct 
through my sin. The world should know that my good 
deeds are not an oiFering to God ; that they are only the 
just payment of a debt. • . . Suppose that, when 1 am 
gone, some fînger should raise the veil of lies that covprs 
me ?.. . Oh, the thought of it brings the suprême hour 
nearer.' 

^ I see calculation in this, my child,' the Archbishop 
said gravely. 'There are still strong passions left in 
you ; that which I deemed extinguished is * 

'My lord,' she cried, breaking in upon the speaker, 
turning her fîxed horror-stricken eyes on him, ' I swear 
to you that my heart is purified so far as it may be in a 
guilty and repentant woman ; there is no thougnt left in 
me now but the thought of God.' 

' Let us leave Heaven's justice to take its course, my 
lord,' the curé said, in a softened voice. ' I hâve opposed 
this idea for four years. It has caused the only différ- 
ences of opinion which hâve arisen between my pénitent 
and me. I hâve seen the very depths of this soiû ; e^rth 
has no hold left there. When the tears, sighs, and con-' 
trition of fifteen years hâve buried a sin in which two 
beings shared, do not think that there is the least luxurious 
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taint in the long and dreadfui remorse. For a long 
while memory has ceased to mingle its fiâmes in the 
most ardent repentante. Yes, many tears hâve quenched 
so great a fire. I will answer/ he said, stretching hii 
hand out above Mme. Graslin's head and raising his 
tear-fiUed eyes, ^ I will answer for the purity or this 
archangel's soûl. I used once to see in this désire a 
thought of réparation to an absent family ; it seems as if 
Grod Himself has sent one member of it hère, through one 
of those accidents in which His guidance is unmistakably 
revealed,' 

Véronique took the curé's trembling hand, and kissed 
it. 

^ You hâve often been harsh to me, dear pastor,' she 
said ; ^ and now, in this moment, I discover where your 
apostolic sweetness lay hidden. — You,' she said, tuming 
to the Archbishop,^you, the suprême head of this corner 
of God's earthly kingdom, be my stay in this time of 
humiliation. I shall prostrate myself as the lowest of 
women ; you will raise me, a forgiven soûl, equal, it may 
be, with those who hâve never gone astray.' 

The Ârchbishop was silent for a while, engaged, no 
doubt, in weighing the considérations visible to his eagle's 
glance. 

^My lord,' said the curé, ^deadly blows hâve been 
aimed at religion. Will not this return to andent 
customs, made necessary by the greatness both of the sin 
and the repentance, be a triumph which will redound 
to us ? ' 

* They will say that we are fânatics ! that we hâve 
insisted on this cruel scène ! ' and the Archbishop fiell 
once more to his méditations. 

Just at that moment Horace Bianchon and Roubaud 

came in without knocking at the door. As it opencd, 

^'^^"onique saw her mother, her son, and ail the servants 

ig in prayer. The curés of the two neighbouring 

; had come to assist M. Bonnet } perhaps also to 
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pay their respects to the great Ârchbishop, in whom the 
Church of France saw a cardinal-desienate, hoping that 
some day the Sacred Coll^ might he enlighteim by 
the advent of an intellect so thoroughly Gallican. 

Horace Bianchon was about to start ibr Paris ; he came 
to bid fârewell to the dying lady, and to thank her for her 
munificence. He approached the bed slowly, guessing 
from the manner c^ the two priests that the inward 
wound which had caused the disease of the body was 
now under considération. He took Véronique's hand, 
laid it on the bed, and felt her puise. The deepest 
silence, the silence of the fields in a summer night, aaded 
solemnity to the scène. Lights shone from the great 
drawine-room, beyond the foldine doors, and feU upon 
the litue company of kneeling figures, the curés only 
were seated, reading their Ineriaries. About the crimson 
bed of State stôod ue Archbishop in his violet robes, the 
curé, and the two men of science. 

^ She is troubled even in death I * said Horace Bianchon. 
Like many men of great genius, he not seldom found 
grand words worthy of ^e scènes at which he was 
présent. 

The Archbishop rose, as if goaded by some inward 
impulse. He called M. Bonnet, and went towards the 
door. They crossed the chamber and the drawing-room, 
and went out upon the terrace, where they walked up and 
down for a few minutes. As they came in after a con- 
sidération of this point of ecdesiastical discipline, Roubaud 
went to meet them. 

< M. Bianchon sent me to tell you to be quick ; Mme. 
Graslin is dyine in strange agitation, which is not caused 
by the severe pn]rsical pain which she is sufifering/ 

The Archbishop hurried back, and in reply to Mme. 
Graslin's anxious eyes, he said, * You shall be satisfied.' 

Bianchon (still with his fingers on the dying woman's 
wrist) made an inv<duntary start of surprise ; he gave 
Roulxiud a quick look, and then glanced at the priests. 
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^ My lord, tliis body is no kmger oiur provii^cs,'. be 
said; ^your words brought life in the place of death. 
You piake a miracle crédible.' 

^Madame bas been nothing but soûl this long dme 
past,' said Roubaud, and Véronique thanked him by a 
glance. 

A smile crossed her £àct as she lay there, and, with the 
,■ smile that expressed the gladness of a completed expia- 
/ tion, the innocent look of the girl of eighteen returned 
to her. The appalling Unes traced by inward tumult, 
the dark colouring, the livid patches, ail the détails that 
I but lately had contributed a certain dreadful beauty to 
1 her face, ail altérations of ail kinds, in diart^ had 
vanished ; to those who watched Véronique it seemed as 
if she had been wearing a mask and had suddgply droppcd 
ît; — Thewoiîaâïurfraîrsffi^ wEI ch t^^ y î/ ^ arard 

IHfe ^2Niaturë of^t^is woniaii was niâde vSblcjQ[jicr 
features was wrought for the last timér ^Herwhoie 
beiifg was purified and illuminated, her face might bave 
caught a gleam from the flaming swords of the guardian 
angels about her. She looked once more as she used to 
look in Limoges when they called her ^ the little Virgin.' 
The love of ^qd inanij^tjy in her than 

the gxulty.love had been ^ the earthly love ïad'^oueht 
out ail the forces of life in her j thè lovè'orGOdlitSpened 
ever y trace of the jnrôads'bf dèàth; ""A^iMlhenill Crj 
was heard. La Sauviat appeaféd^ shëysprang^'m-Uie bcu. 
^So I seè my child again at last ! ' sîie ex'claimeîl. 

Something in the old woman's accent as she uttered 
the two words, ^ my child,' conjured up such visions of 
early childhood and its innocence, that those who watchçd 
by this heroic deathbed turned their heads away to bide 
their émotion. The great doctor took Mme. Graslin's 
hand, kissed it, and then went hîs way, and soon the 
Sound of his departing carnage sent echoes over the 
countr)rside, spreading the tidings that he had no hope of 
saving the life of her who was the life of the country. 
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Tbe Arcbbisbqp^ çMré, ai^ ^octpr, ^d aU wboi fçlt tiriMl» 
wcnt to take « li^lfi rçi«,. Mfl»ç, Gniçlin hcrself Mflpr 
for some hours. When she awoke the dawn was hrçak<- 
ing) she asked tliem to opm tkp Windows, she woMld see 
ber last SMnrise, 

At Un o'clock in the morning the Archbi^op, in 
pontifical vestments, came back to Mme. GrasUn's 
room. Both he and M. Bonnet reposed such confid- 
ence in her that they made no rQConunendation$i as to 
the limits to be observed in her confession. Véronique 
saw other faces of other clergy, for some of the cuirés 
from n^îghbouring i^irishes had corne. The spkndid 
ornaments which Mme. Graslin had presented tQ h^ 
beloved parish church lent splendour to the ceremony. 
£ight cluldren, choristers in tneir red-and-white surplices, 
itood in a double row betweçn the bed and the door of 
tbe great drawing-room^ each of them holding one of the 
great candlesticks of gilded bronze which Véronique hs^d 
ordered from Paris. A white-haired sacristan on either 
side of the daïs held the banneir of the Church aiid the 
crucifix. Tbe servants, in their dévotion, had removed 
the wooden altar fi'om the saçristy and erected it nes^r the 
drawing-room door; it was deçked and ready for the Arch- 
bishop to say mass. Mme. Graslin was touched by an 
attention which the Church pays only to crowned heads. 
The great folding doors that gave access to the dining- 
room stood wide open, so that she could see the baJU of 
the château filled with people ; nearly ail the village was 
there. 

Her friends had seen to everything^ none but the 
people of the house stood in the drawing-room i and 
before them, grouped about the door of her room, she 
saw her intimate fi-i^nds and those whose discrétion 
might be trusted. M. Grossetête, M. de Granville, 
Roubaud, Gérard, Clousier, and Ruffin stood foremost 
among thèse. Ail of them meant to stand upright when 
the time came, so that the dying woman'a co nfasiflli 
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«hguld not tr aTcl bevond thcm. Other things fav< 
this design, tor the sobs oTtnoseabout her drownei 
voice. 

Two of thèse stood out dreadfully conspicuous ai 
therest. T he first was Denise Tascheron. In her fa 
dressy made witn Quakerly simplicity, sue was unreco 
able to any of the villagerswho might hâve caught a gli 
of her. Not 90 for the public prosecutor ; she was a l 
that he was not likely to forget, and with her reap 
ance a dreadfiil light began to dawn on him. No 
had a glimpse of the truth, a suspicion of the part ¥ 
he had played in Mme. Grasiin's lifè, and then the ^ 
truth flashed upon him. Less overawed than the 
by the religious influence, the child of the ninet< 
century, the man of law felt a cruel sensation of disi 
the whole drama of Vëronique's inner life in the 1 
Graslin during Tascheron's trial opened out before 
The whole of that tragic epoch reconstructed its( 
his memorV) lighted up by La Sauviat's eyes, ¥ 
gleamed with hâte of him not ten paces awav ; 
eyes seemed to direct a double stream of molten 
upon him. The old woman had fbrgiven him notl 
The impersonation of man's justice felt shudders 
through his frame. He stood there heart-stricken 
pallid, not daring to turn his eyes to the bed wher< 
woman whom he had loved was lying, livid beneati 
shadow of Death's hand, drawing strength from the 
magnitude of her oiFence to quell her agony. Ve 
seized on him as he saw Vëronique's shrunken prof 
white outline in sharp relief against the crimson dai 

The mass began at eleven o'clock. When the eu 
Vizay had read the epistle, the Archbishop divested 
self of his dalmatic, and took up his station in the ( 
way — 

^ Christians hère assembled to witness the admin 
tion of extrême unction to the mistress of this h 
^ou who are uniting your prayers to those of the CI) 
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to make intercession with God for the salvation of her 
souI, learn that she thinks herself unworthy to receive 
the holy viaticum until she has made, for the édification 
of others, a public confession of her greatest sin. We 
withstood her pious désire, although this act of contri- 
tion was long in use in the Church in the earliest 
Christian times ; but as the afflicted woman tells us that 
the confession touches on the rehabilitation of an unhappy 
child of this parish, we leave her free to foUow the 
inspirations of repentance.' 

After thèse words, spoken with the benign dignity of 
a shepherd of soûls, the Archbishop turned and gave 
place to Véronique. The dying woman was seen, sup- 
ported by her môther and the curé, two great and 
vénérable symbols : did she not owe her double existence 
to the earthly mother who had borne her, and to the 
Church, the mother of her soûl ? Kneeling on a cushion, 
she clasped her hands and meditated for a moment to 
gather up and concentrate the strength to speak fW>m 
some source derived from Heaven. There was some- 
thine unspeakably awful in that silent pause. No one 
dared to look at his neighbour. AU eyes were fixed on 
the ground. Yet when Véronique looked up, she met 
the public prosecutor's glance, and the expression of that 
white face sent the colour to her own. 

^ I should not hâve died in peace,' Véronique began, 
in a voice unlike her natural tone, ^ if I had lefit behind 
the fklse impression which each one of you who hears 
me speak has possibly formed of me. In me vou see a 
great sinner, who beseeches your prayers, and seeks to 
merit pardon by the public confession of her sin. So 
deeply has she sinned, so fotal were the conséquences of 
her guilt, that it may be that no repentance will redeem 
it. And yet the greater my humiliadon on earth, the 
less, doubtiess, hâve I to dread fh>m God's anger in the 
heavenly kingdom whither I fain would to. 

* It is nearly twenty years since my nther, who had 
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such great belief in me, recoinmended a son of thb 
parish to m^ care ; he had seen in him a wish to live 
rîghtly, aptitude, and an excellent disposition. This 
young man was the unhappy Jean-François Tascheron, 
who thenceforward attached himself to me as his bene- 
factress. How was it that my aiFection for him became 
a guilty one ? That explanation need not, I think, be 
required of me. Yet perhaps it might be thought diat 
the purest possible motives were imperceptibly trans- 
formed by unheard-of self-sacrifice, by human frailty, by 
a host of causes which might seem to be exténuations of 
my guilt. But am I the less guilty because ou r noble st 
affections were my accomplices F 1 would[ rat hêr admit, 
in spîte of the_bârners ' m to 

ou r sex Fétw eçn jmeand the y9ungjpaaa...wJto».aiy.filtJw 
uitrusted to me, that I, who by my éducation and social 
position might rt^d mystU j^sM^,,^ 
listeneiSr iiian evil liour, to the voice of the Tempter. I 
sooii fouhd that my maternai position broûght me into 
contact with him so close that I could not but be sensible 
of his mute and délicate admiration. He was the fiist 
and only créature to appreciate me at my just value. 
-Perhaps, too, I myself was led astray by unworthy con- 
sidérations. I thought that I could trust to the discrétion 
of a young man who owed everything to me, whom 
chance had placed so far below me, albeit by birth we 
were equals. In fact, I found a cloak to screen my con- 
duct in my name for charity and good deeds. Alas! 
(and this is one of my worst sins) 1 hid my passion in 
the shadow of the altar. I made everything conduce to 
the misérable triumph of à^Tnarf 'pagrid|ïÇ7 thT ;ffl[Sët 
irreproachable actions, my love for my mot&er, acts oTa 
dévotion that was very real and sincère and througli so 
many errors, — ail thèse things were so many links in a 
chain that bound me. My poor mother, whom I love 
so much, who hears me even now, was unwittingly and 
for a long while my accomplice. When her eyes were 
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opened, I was too deeply committed to my dangerous way, 
and she fbund strength to keep my secret in the depths 
of her mother's heart. Silence in her has thos become 
the loftiest of virtues. Love for her daughter overcame 
the love of Grod. Ah ! now I solemnly relieve her of 
the load of secrecy which she has carried. She shall end 
her days with no lie in her eyes and hrow. May her 
motherhood absolve her, may her noble and sacred old 
âge, crowned with virtues, shine forth in ail its radiance, 
now that the link which botind her indirectly to touch 
such înfaittjr îs severed * 

Hère Veronique's sobs interrupted her words ; Aline 
made her inhale salts. 

'Ohly one other has hîtherto been in thîs secret, the 
faithful servant who does me this last sefvtée ; - ^he hàs, 
at least, feigned not to know What she niust hâve known, 
but she has been ih the sectet of the austerities by which 
I bave broken this weak ffetdi. So I ask p^don of the 
world for having lived a lie, drawn intô that lie by the 
remorseless logîc of the world. 

*Jean-Ffanç6is Tascheron is not as guilty as men 
may hâve thought him. Oh, ail jrou who hear me ! I 
beg of you to remèmber how young he was, and that 
his frenzy was caused at least as much by the remorse 
which seized on mr, as by the spell of ah involuntary 
attraction. And more, rar more, do not forget that 
it was à sensé of honour, if a mistiiken sensé of honour, 
which caused the greàtest disaster of ail. Neither of 
os could endure that life of continuai deceits. He 
tumed from them to ihy bwn greatness, and, unhapf^y 
that he was, sought to make our fatal love as litde of ^ 
humiliation as might be to me. So I was the tause tof 
his crime. Driven by necessity, the nnhappy man, 
hitherto only guilty of too gteat a love for his idol, chose 
of ail evil actbns the ohb ihost irrepai ab te. I knew 
nothing ôf it tmtU the very moment when the deed was 
done. Even as it was beiftg carried eut, God ovêrtumed 
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the whole Êibric of crooked designs. I heard cries that 
ring even yet in my ears, and went into the house 
again. I luiew that it was a struggle for life and death, 
and that I, the object of this mad endeavour, was power- 
less to interfère. For Tascheron was mad 5 I bear witness 
that he was mad ! . . .' 

Hère Véronique looked at the public prosecutor, and 
a deep audible sigh came from Denise. 

^ He lost his head when he saw his happiness (so he 
believed it to be) destroyed by unforeseen drcumstances. 
Love led him astray, then hxc dragged him ûoïxlJ^ 
misdemeanour to a crime, and from a crime to a double 
murder. At any rate, when he left my mother s house 
he was an innocent man ; when he returned, he was a 
murderer. I, and I only in the world, knew that the 
crime was not premeditated, nor accbmpànied by the 
aggravating circumstances which brought the sentfiacfi.of 
death on him. A hundred times I determined to give 
myself up to save him, and a hundred times a terrible 
but necessary heroism outweighed ail other considéra* 
tions, and the words died on my lips. Surely my présence 
a few steps away must hâve contributed to give him the 
hateful, base, cowardly courage of a murderer. If he 
had been alone, he would hâve fled. • • • It was I who 
had formed his nature, who had given him loftier thoughts 
and a greater heart ; I knew him ; he was incapable of 
anything cowardly or base. Do justice to the innocent 
hand, do justice to him ! God in His mercy lets him 
sleep in the grave that you, guessing, doubtless, the real 
truth, hâve watered with your tears ! Punish and curse 
the guilty thing hère before you ! — ^When once the deed 
was donc, I was horror-struck ; I did ail that I could to 
hide it. My father had left a charge to me, a childless 
woman; I was to bring one child of God's fàmily to 
God, and I brought him to the scaiFold. • . • Oh, heap 
ail your reproaches upon me ! The hour has corne ! ' 

Her eyes glittered with fierce pride as she spoke; 
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The Archbishop, standing behind her, with bis pastoral 
ross held out abîove her head, no longer maintained bis 
npassive attitude ; be covered bis eyes witb bis rigbt 
and. A smotbered sound like a dyine groan broke tbe 
ilence, and two men — Gérard and Koubaud — caugbt 
) enise Tascberon in tbeir ar ms. Sbe bad swooned 
wâyl Tbe iire died down in Vérônique's eyes; sbc 
x>ked troubled, but tbe martyr's serenity soon returned 
3 ber fiice. 

^I deserve no praise, no blessmgs for my conduct 
ère, as you know now/ sbe said. ^In tbe sigbt of 
leaven I bave led a life full of sbarp penance, hidden 
rom ail otber eyes, and Heaven will value it at its just 
rortb. M y outwa rd life bas been a vast réparation of 
^^ .?YÎt tbât 1 havê wr o ^ ^f j^f lïave engm 
e pentance in charact ers inefgiçeable upçn tbis wide lânc^ 

r ecord tbat wil l ja st fer cvçr^ It is wntten cviery wbêrc 
a tbe fields grown green, in *tEe growing townsbip, in 
be mountain streams turned from tbeir courses into tbe 
•lain, once wild and barren, now fertile and productive. 
<ïot a tree sball be felled bere for a century but tbe 
casants will tell tbe taie of tbe remorse to wbicb tbey 
we its sbade. In tbese ways tbe repentant spirit wbicb 
bould bave inspired a long and useful life will still 
lake its influence felt among you for a long time to 
orne. AU tbat you sbould bave owed to hts talents 
nd a fortune bonourably acquired bas been done for 
ou by tbe executrix ot bis repentance, bv her wbo 
aused bis crime. AU tbe wrong done socially bas been 
epaired ; I bave taken upon myself tbe work of a life 
ut short in its flower, tbe life intrusted to my guidance, 
be life for wbicb I must sbortly give an account * 

Hère once more the buming eyes were quenched in 
cars. Sbe paused. 

^Tbere is one among tbose présent,' sbe continued, 
wbom I bave bated witb a bâte wbicb I tbouebt must 
e eternal, simply because be did no more tban bis duty. 
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He was the fîrst instrument of my punishment. I wai 
too close to the deed, my feet were dipped too deep in ! 
blood, I was bound to hâte justice. I knew that there i 
was a trace of evil passion in my heart se long as that ! 
spark of anger should trouble it ; I hâve had nothing to 
forgîve, I hâve simply purged the corner where the Evil 
One lurked. Whatever the victory cost, it îs complète.' 

The public prosecutor tumed a tear-stained face to j 
Véronique. I^ was ^ if maii'& justice yya^ fç^affiCff ^1 in i 

hiai.^_y eronique, tnrnî ng h^tr . ferff ■Qoriir .ty^ r^f|fjn^i^ ^ 

her storvj met the ejres of an oM friend ^ Grossetéte, | 
bathë? m tears, stretched out his hands entreatiiu;Iy ■ 
towards her. ^ It is enough ! ' he seemed to say. The ' 
heroic woman heard such a chorus of sobs about her, 
received so much sympathy, that she broke down ; the 
balm of the général fbrgiveness was too much, weakneai 
overcame her. Seeing that the sources ot her daughter'i \ 
strength were exhausted, the old mother seemed to find 
in herself the vigour of a young woman ; she held ont 
her arms to carry Véronique. 

^ Christians,' said the Archbishop, '3rou hâve heard 
the penitent's confession ; it confirms the decree of man^ 
justice ; it may lay ail scruples and anxiety on that score 
to rest. In this confession you should find new reasoni | 
for uniting your prayers to those of the Churcfa, which i 
oiFers to God the holy sacrifice of the mass to imi^oit ' 
His mercy for the sinner after so grand a repentance.' 

The office was finished. Véronique followed ail that 
was said with an expression of such inward peace that 
she no longer seemed to be the same woman. Her face 
wore a look of frank innocence, such as it might hâve 
worn in the days when, a pure and ingenuous girl, she 
dwelt under her fàther's roof. Her brows grcw whiicjn 
the dawn of eternity, her face glowed golden, in the 
light of Heaven. Doubtiess she caught something oTîts 
mystic harmonies ; and in her longing to be noade one 
mth God on èarth for the last time, she exertëd ali .her 
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po wers of vitality to liv e. M. Bonnet came to the bed- 
sidc^and gave her absolution ; the Archbishop anointed 
her with the holy oil, with a fatherly tenderness that 
revealed to those who stood about how dear he held this 
theep that had been lost and was found. With that 
holy anointing the eyes that had wrought such mischief 
on eartb were closed to the things of earth, the seal of 
the Church was set on those too éloquent lips, and the 
ears that had listened to the inspirations of evil were 
closed for ever. Ail the sensés, mortified by pénitence, 
were thus sanctified ; the spirit of evil could hâve no 
power over this souL 

Never had ail the grandeur and deep meaning of a 
sacrament been apprehended more thoroughly than by 
those who saw the Church's care thus justified by the 
dying woman's confession. After that préparation, 
Véronique received the Body of Christ with a look of 
hope and joy that melted the icy barrier of unbelief at 
which the curé had so often knocked in vain. Roubaud, 
confounded, became a Catholic from that moment. 

Awful as the scène was, it was no less touching ; and 
in its solemnity, as of the culminating-point of a drama, 
it might hâve given some painter the subject of a master- 
piece. When the moumful épisode was over, and the 
words of the Gospel of St. John fell on the ears of the 
dying woman, she beckoned to her mother to bring 
Francis back again. (The tutor had taken the boy out 
of the room.) When Francis knelt on the step by the 
bedside, the mother whose sins had been forgiven felt 
free to lay her hands in blessing on his head, and so she 
drew her last breath, La Sauviat standing at the post she 
had filled for twenty years, fidthful to the end. It was 
she, a heroine after her manner, who closed the eyes of 
the daughter who had suffered so much, and laid a kiss 
00 them. 

Then ail the priests and assistants came round the 
bedy and intoned the dread chant De prû/undis by the 

T 
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light of the ilaming torches i and from those sounds the 
people of the whole countryside kneeling without, to- 
gether with the friends and ail the servants pra]ring in 
the hall, knew that the mother of the canton had ps^sed 
away. Groans and sobs mingled with the chandng. 
The noble woman's confession had not passed beyond the 
threshold of the drawing-room ; it had reached none but 
friendly ears. When the peasants came from Montégnac, 
and ail the district round about came in, each with a green 
spray, to bid their benefactress a suprême farewell mingled 
with tears and prayers, they saw a représentative of man's 
justice, bowed down with anguish, holding the coldhand 
of the woman to whom ail unwittingly he had meted out 
such a cruel but just punishment. 

Two days later, and the public prosecutor, with Grosie- 
tête, the Archbishop, and the mayor, bore the pall when 
Mme. Graslin was carried to her last resting-place. 
Âmid deep silence they laid her in the grave ; no one 
uttered a word, for no one had the heart to speak, and ail 
eyes were fuU of tears. 

^ She is a saint ! ' Everywhere the words were 
repeated along the roads which she had made, in the 
canton which owed its prosperity to her. It was as if 
the words were sown abroad across her fields to quicken 
the life in them. It struck nobody as a strange thint 
that Mme. Graslin should be buried oeside Jean-François 
Tascheron. She had not asked this ; but a trace of 
pitying tenderness in the old mother prompted her tobid 
the sacristan put those together whom earth had separated 
by a violent death, whom one repentance should unité 
in Purgatory. 

Mme. Graslin's will fulfilled ail expectations. She 
founded scholarships in the school at Limoges, and beds 
in the hospital, intended for the working classes only. 
A considérable sum (three hundred thousand francs in a 
period of six years) was left to purchase that part of the 
village called ^ Tascheron's,' and for building an alms- 



